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PREFACE. 

Macbeth was printed for the first time in the folio of 
J 62 3, where it comes between Julius Caesar and Hamlet, 
and occupies pages 131-151. It is divided throughout into 
acts and scenes. The text, though not so corrupt as that of 
some other plays — Coriolanus for example — is yet in many 
places very faulty, especially as regards the division of the 
lines. Probably it was printed from a transcript of the 
author's MS., which was in great part not copied from the 
original but written to dictation. This is confirmed by the 
fact that several of the most palpable blunders are blunders 
of the ear and not of the eye. Here, as elsewhere, we have 
great reason to join in the regret expressed by the editors of 
the first folio, that the author did not live to 'oversee* his 
own works before they were committed to the press. 

With regard to the time at which Macbeth was written, 

if we had the evidence of style alone to guide us, we should 

assign it to a period when Shakespeare had attained the full 

perfection of his powers. From the vision of the eight kings, 

iv. I. 120, 

*Some I see 
That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry,* 

we learn further that it was produced after the union of 
the two kingdoms under James I. We do not agree with 
some critics in thinking that this allusion necessarily implies 
that the play was produced immediately after that king's 
accession, because an event of such great moment and such 
permanent consequences would long continue to be present 
to the minds of men. In act ii. sc. 3, in the Porter's speech, 
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VI PREFACE, 

Malone believed that the mention of the equivocator 'who 
committed treason enough for God's sake ' was suggested by 
the trial of Garnett the Jesuit, in March 1606, for participa- 
tion in the Gunpowder Plot, and that of the 'farmer who 
hanged himself on the expectation of plenty,* by the scarcity 
of corn in the autumn of the same year. The latter reference 
would be quite as apposite if we supposed it to be made to 
the abundant harvest of any other year, and the Jesuit doc- 
trine of equivocation was at all times so favourite a theme 
of invective with Protestant preachers, that it could not but 
be familiar to the public, who in those days frequented the 
pulpit as assiduously as the stage. 

We have however a more precise indication in the Journal 
of Dr. Simon Forman (privately printed by Mr. Halliwell, 
from a manuscript in the Ashmolean Museum), who writes 
as follows : — 

' In Macbeth, at the Globe, 16 10, the 20th of April, Satur- 
day, there was to be observed first how Macbeth and Banquo 
two noblemen of Scotland, riding through a wood, there 
stood before them three women, fairies or nymphs, and sa- 
luted Macbeth, saying three times unto him. Hail, Macbeth, 
king of Godor, for thou shall be a king, but shall beget no 
kings, &c. Then said Banquo, What, all to Macbeth and 
nothing to me?- Yes, said the nymphs. Hail, to thee, 
Banquo ; thou shall beget kings, yet be no king. And so 
they departed, and came to the Court of Scotland, to Duncan 
king of Scots, and it was in the days of Edward the Con- 
fessor. And Duncan bade them both kindly welcome, and 
made Macbeth [sic] forthwith Prince of Northumberland, 
and sent him home to his own castle, and appointed Macbeth 
to provide for him, for he would sup with him the next day 
at night, and did so. And Macbeth contrived to kill Duncan, 
and through the persuasion of his wife did that night murder 
the king in his own castle, being his guest. And there were 
many prodigies seen that night and the day before. And 
when Macbeth had murdered the king, the blood on his 
hands could not be washed off by any means, nor from his 
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wife's hands, which handled the bloody daggers in hiding 
them, by which means they became both* much amazed and 
affronted. The murder being known, Duncan's two sons fled, 
the one to England, the [other to] Wales, to save themselves ; 
they being fled, they were supposed guilty of the murder 
of their father, which was nothing so. Then was Macbeth 
crowned king, and then he for fear of Banquo, his old com- 
panion, that he should beget kings but be no king himself, 
he contrived the death of Banquo, and caused him to be 
murdered on the way as he rode. The next night, being at 
supper with his noblemen, whom he had bid to a feast, to 
the which also Banquo should have come, he began to speak 
of noble Banquo, and to wish that he were there. And as he 
thus did, standing up to drink a Carouse to him, the ghost of 
Banquo came and sat down in his chair behind him. And 
he, turning about to sit down again, saw the ghost of Banquo 
which fronted him so, that he fell in a great passion of fear 
and fury, uttering many words about his murder, by which, 
when they heard that Banquo was murdered, they suspected 
Macbeth. Then Macduff fled to England to the king's son, 
and so they raised an army and came into Scotland, and at 
Dunscenanyse overthrew Macbeth. In the mean time, 
while MacduiF was in England, Macbeth slew Macduff's wife 
and children, and after, in the battle, Macduff slew Macbeth. 
Observe also how Macbeth's queen did rise in the night in 
her sleep, and walked, and talked and confessed all, and the 
Doctor noted her words.* 

"We have given the foregoing passage with modern spelling 
and punctuation. We learn from it that Dr. Forman saw 
Macbeth for the first time on April 20, 1610. In all pro- 
bability it was then a new play, otherwise he would scarcely 
have been at the pains to make an elaborate summary of its 
plot. And in those days the demand for and the supply of 
new plays were so great, that even the most popular play had 
not such a 'run* nor was so frequently * revived' as at present. 
Besides, as we have shown, there is nothing to justify the in- 
ference, still less to prove, that Macbeth was produced at an 

b2 
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earlier date. In Beaumont and Fletcher's Knight of the 
Burning Pestle, a burlesque produced in 1611, we find an 
obvious allusion to the ghost of Banquo. Jasper, one of the 
characters, enters *with his face mealed,* as his own ghost. 
He says to Venturewell, v. i. (vol. ii. p. 216, ed. Dyce), — 

* When thou art at thy table with thy friends, 
Merry in heart and fiU'd with swelling wine, 
I'll come in midst of all thy pride and mirth, 
Invisible to all men but thyself.* 

This supports the inference that Macbeth was in 161 1 a new 
play, and fresh in the recollection of the audience. 

We now turn to a question of greater interest — ^whether 
any other dramatist besides Shakespeare had a hand in the 
composition of Macbeth. In the folio, iii. 5. 33, is a stage 
direction, * Miuicke and a Songy and two lines below, * Sing 
<ivith'm. Come a^ivayy come a<wayy 8cc* In iv. i. 43 is another 
stage-direction, ^ Musicke and a Song, Blacke Spirits, Sec* i<jJ' 
Davenant, in his alteration of Macbeth, published 1673, sup- a 
plied these * et ceteras,' as we have mentioned in our Notes, ^ 
by words which were supposed to be his own till they were »r * 
found in Thomas Middleton*s play of The Witch, which fii'* 
was discovered in MS. by Steevens, in 1779. This play con- 
tains many other points of resemblance to Macbeth, as for 
instance (p. 268, ed. Dyce), Hecate says of Sebastian, who 
has come to seek her aid, ' I know he loves me not.* Com- 
pare Macbeth, iii. 5. 13. 

Inp. 314:— 

*For the maid servants and the girls o* th* house 
I spiced them lately with a drowsy posset.* 

Compare Macbeth, ii. 2. 5, 6. 

In p. 329: — 

* Hec. Come my sweet sisters; let the air strike our tune.* 

Compare Macbeth, iv. i. 129. 

To these may be added *the innocence of sleep,* p. 316, 
and 'there's no such thing,' p. 317, which remind us of 
Macbeth, ii. 2. 36, and ii. i. 47. In p. 319, the words 'I'll 
rip thee down from neck to navel,' recall Macbeth, i. 2. 22. 
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There are other passages in Middleton's play which sound 
like faint echoes of Shakespeare, and there is a strong general 
likeness between the witches of the two dramas, notwith- 
standing that the Hecate of the one is a spirit, of the other 
an old woman. 

Steevens, perhaps influenced unconsciously by a desire to 
exalt the importance of his discovery, maintained that Shake- 
speare had copied from Middleton, a view which Malone at 
first acquiesced in, but subsequently controverted. Indeed, 
given two works, one of transcendent excellence, the other 
of very inferior merit, it is much more probable that the latter 
should be plagiarised from the former than vice versa, if 
plagiarism there be. 

We have no means of ascertaining the date of Middleton's 
play. We know that he survived Shakespeare eleven years, 
but that he had acquired a reputation as early as 1600, be- 
cause in England's Parnassus, published in that year, a poem 
is by mistake attributed to him. (See Dyce's account of 
Middleton, prefixed to his edition of his works.) 

If we were certain that the whole of Macbeth, as we now 
read it, came from Shakespeare's hand, we should be justified 
in concluding from the data before us, that Middleton, who 
was probably junior and certainly inferior to Shakespeare, 
consciously or unconsciously imitated the great master. But 
we are persuaded that there are parts of Macbeth which 
Shakespeare did not write, and the style of these seems to 
us to resemble that of Middleton. It would be very un- 
critical to pick out of Shakespeare's works all that seems 
inferior to the rest, and to assign it to somebody else. At his 
worst he is still Shakespeare; and though the least 'man- 
nered' of all poets, he has always a manner which cannot well 
be mistaken. In the parts of Macbeth of which we speak 
we find no trace of this manner. But to come to particulars. 
We believe that the second scene of the first act was not 
written by Shakespeare. Making all allowance for corruption 
of text, the slovenly metre is not like Shakespeare's work, 
even when he is most careless. The bombastic phraseology 
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of the sergeant is not like Shakespeare's language even when 
he is most bombastic. What is said of the thane of Cawdor, 
lines 52, 53, is inconsistent with what follows in scene 3, lines 
72, 73, and 112 sqq. We may add that Shakespeare's good 
sense would hardly have tolerated the absurdity of sending a 
severely wounded soldier to carry the news of a victory. 

In the first thirty-seven lines of the next scene, powerful as 
some of them are, especially 18-23, we do not recognise 
Shakespeare's hand ; and surely he never penned the feeble 
*tag,' ii. 1. 61, 

* Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.' 

Of the commencement of the third scene of the second act, 
Coleridge said long ago : ' This low soliloquy of the Porter, 
and his few speeches afterwards, I believe to have been 
written for the mob by some other hand.' (Lectures on 
Shakespeare, &c., vol. i. p. 249.) 

If the fifth scene of act iii. had occurred in a drama not 
attributed to Shakespeare, no one would have discovered in it 
any trace of Shakespeare's manner. 

The rich vocabulary, prodigal fancy, and terse diction dis- 
played in iv. 1. 1--38, show the hand of a master, and make us 
hesitate in ascribing the passage to any one but the master 
himself. There is, however, a conspicuous falling-oflf in lines 
39-47, after the entrance of Hecate. 

In iii. 5. 13 it is said that Macbeth ' loves for his own ends, 
not for you ;' but in the play there is no hint of his pretending 
love to the witches. On the contrary he does not disguise 
his hatred. * You secret, black, and midnight hags!' he calls 
them. Similarly, lines 125-132 of the last-mentioned scene, 
beginning 

*Ay, sir, all this is so* . . . 

and ending 

* That this great king may kindly say 
Our duties did his welcome pay/ 

cannot be Shakespeare's. 

In iv. 3, lines 140-159, which relate to the touching for the 
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evil, were probably interpolated previous to a representation 
at Court. 

We have doubts about the second scene of act v. 

In V. 5, lines 47-50, 

* If this which he avouches does appear* 
There is no flying hence nor tarrying here. 
I 'gin to be aweary of the sun. 
And wish the estate o* the world were now undone,* 

are singularly -weak, and read like an unskilful imitation of 

other passages, where Macbeth's desperation is interrupted by 

fits of despondency. How much better the sense is without 

them! 

'Arm, arm, and out! 
King the alarum-bell I Blow, wind I come, wrack I 
At least we'll die with harness on our back.' 

In V. 8. 32, 33, the words, 

'Before my body 
I throw my- warlike shield,' 

are also, we think, interpolated. 

Finally, the last forty lines of the play show evident traces 
of another hand than Shakespeare's. The double stage direc- 
tion, ^ Exeunt y fighting^ — ^ Enter fighting, and Macbeth slaine* 
proves that some alteration had been made in the conclusion 
of the piece. Shakespeare, who has inspired his audience with 
pity for Lady Macbeth, and made them feel that her guilt has 
been almost absolved by the terrible retribution which fol- 
lowed, would Aot have disturbed this feeling by calling her a 
* fiend-like queen'; nor would he have drawn away the veil 
which with his fine tact he had dropt over her fate, by telling 
us that she had taken off" her life * by self and violent hands.' 

We know that it is not easy to convince readers that such 
and such passages are not in Shakespeare's manner, because 
their notion of Shakespeare's manner is partly based on the 
assumption that these very passages are by Shakespeare. As- 
suming, however, that we have proved our case so far, how 
are we to account for the intrusion of this second and in- 
ferior hand "i The first hypothesis which presents itself is that 
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Shakespeare wrote the play in conjunction with Middleton or 
another as * collaborateur.' We know that this was a very* 
common practice with the dramatists of his time. It is gene- 
rally admitted that he assisted Fletcher in the composition 
of iThe Two Noble Kinsmen ; and Mr. Spedding has shown^ 
conclusively as we think, that Fletcher assisted him in the 
composition of Henry VIII. 

We might suppose, therefore, that after drawing out the 
scheme of Macbeth, Shakespeare reserved to himself all the 
scenes in which Macbeth or Lady Macbeth appeared, and left 
the rest to his assistant. We must further suppose that he 
largely retouched, and even rewrote in places, this assistant's 
work, and that in his own work his good nature occasionally 
tolerated insertions by the other. But, then, how did it 
happen that he left the inconsistencies and extravagances of 
the second scene of act i. uncerrected ? 

On the whole we incline to think that the play was inter- 
polated after Shakespeare's death, or at least after he had 
withdrawn from all connection with the theatre. The inter- 
polator was, not improbably, Thomas Middleton ; who, to 
please the 'groundlings,' expanded the parts originally as- 
signed by Shakespeare to the weird sisters, and also intro- 
duced a new character, Hecate. The signal inferiority of 
her speeches is thus accounted for. 

If we may trust Simon Forman's account of the play^, it 
originally began with the scene in which Macbeth and Banquo 
appear. Their conversation, which acquainted the audience 
with the battle which had just occurred, was probably cut out 
and its place supplied by the narrative of the ''bleeding ser- 
geant,* in which some of Shakespeare's lines may have been 
incorporated, as (ii) *The multiplying villanies of nature,' 

and (55-57) * Confronted him lavish spirit.' The 

twelve lines which now make the first scene, and which from 

^ On this point, however, we must not lay too much stress. Formnn 
omits all mention of Macbeth's second interview with the witches, 
iv. I. 48-124, which is unquestionably Shakespeare's work. And he may 
have arrived at the theatre a few minutes late. 
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long familiarity we regard as a necessary introduction to the 
play, are not unworthy of Shakespeare, but on the other hand 
do not rise above the level which is reached by Middleton 
and others of his contemporaries in their happier moments. 

When King James visited Oxford in 1605, a Latin play or 
interlude, on the subject of Macbeth, was performed in his 
presence. This, Farmer thinks, may have suggested the sub- 
ject to Shakespeare. Doubtless Holinshed supplied to the 
Oxford dramatist, as to Shakespeare, the materials for his 
work, and in both cases a subject was chosen from Scottish 
history with the view of interesting the Scottish monarch. 
Shakespeare's play would be none the less popular for repre- 
senting the rightful heir restored to his throne by a victorious 
English army. 

The single authority consulted by Shakespeare for this, as 
for all other plays connected with the histories of England 
and Scotland, was Holinshed's Chronicle. The details of 
Duncan's murder are evidently borrowed from Holinshed's 
account of the murder of King Duffe by Donwald, which we 
give here at length, together with the narrative of his pining 
away under the influence of witchcraft, as it may serve to 
illustrate some of the expressions in the witch scenes of the 
play. The reforms commenced by the king had caused great 
discontent among the nobles. 

' In the meane time the king fell into a languishing disease, 
not so greeuous as strange, for that none of his Phisitions 
coulde perceyue what to make of it. For there was scene in 
him no token, that either choler, melancolie, flegme, or any 
other vicious humor did any thing abounde, whereby his body 
should be brought into such a decay & consumption (so as 
there remayned vnneth^ any thing vpon him saue skin & 
bone :) & sithence it appeared manifestly by all outward 
signes & tokens, that natural moisture did nothing faile in ye 
vital sprits : his colour also was freshe & fayre to behold, 
with such liuelinesse of lookes, that more was not to be 

* scarcely, hardly. 
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wished for : he had also a temperate desire & appetite to his 
meate & drinke, but yet could he not sleepe in the night time 
by any prouocations that could be deuised, but still fell into 
exceeding sweates, '^hich by no meanes might be restreyned. 
The Physitions perceyuing all theyr medicines to wante the 
effect, yet to put him in some comfort of help, declared vnto 
him that they would sende for some cunning Phisitions into 
foraine parties, who haply being inured with such kind of 
diseases, should easily cure him, namely so soone as the spring 
of the yeare was once come, whiche of it self should help 

much thervnto But about. that present time there 

was a murmuring amongst the people, how the king was 
vexed with no naturall sicknesse, but by sorcery and Magicall 
arte, practised by a sort of Witches^ dwelling in a towne of 
Murrayland, called Fores. Wherevpon albeit, the Authour 
of this secrete talke was not knowen, yet being brought to 
the kings eare, it caused him to sende foorthwith certaine 
wittie persons thither to enquyre of the truth. They that 
were thus sent, dissembling the cause of theyr ioumey, were 
receyued in the darke of the night into the castell of Fores 
by the lieutenant of the same, called Donwald, who con- 
tinuing faithful to the king, had kepte that castell agaynst the 
rebelles to the kings vse. Vnto him therefore these messen- 
gers declared the cause of theyr comming, requiring his ayde 
for the accomplishment of the kings pleasure. The souldiers 
whiche lay there in garison had an inkeling that there was 
some such mater in hand as was talked of amongst the people, 
by reason that one of them kept as concubine a yong woman 
which was doughter to one of y® witches as his paramour^, 
who told him the whole maner vsed by hir mother & other 
hir companions, with y® intent also, which was to make away 
the king. The souldier hauing learned this of his leman, told 
the same to his fellowes, who made reporte therof to Done- 
wald, & he shewed it to the kings messengers, & therwith 
sent for the yong damosell which the souldier kept, as then 
being within the castell, & caused hir vpon streyt examination 
to confesse the whole mater as . she had scene Sc knew : 
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whervpon learning by hir confession in what house in the 
towne it was where they wrought theyr mischeeuous misterie, 
he sent foorth souldiers, about the midst of the night, who 
breaking into y® house, found one of the Witches rosting vpon 
a woodden broche an image of waxe at the fire, resembling 
in ech feature the kings person, made & deuised as is to be 
thought, by craft & arte of the Deuill : an other of them sat 
reciting certain words of enchauntment, & still basted the 
image with a certaine licour very busily. The souldiers 
finding them occupied in this wise, tooke them togither .with 
the image, & led them into the castell, where being streitly 
examined for what purpose they went about such maner of 
enchantment, they answered, to the end to make away y^ 
king: for as y« image did wast afore the fire, so did the 
bodie o£ the king breake forth in sweate. And as for the 
wordes of enchauntment, they serued to keepe him still 
waking from sleepe, so that as the waxe euer melted, so did 
the kings flesh: by which meanes it should haue come to 
passe, that when y® waxe were once cleane consumed, the 
death of the king should immediatly follow. So were they 
taught, by euill sprites, & hyred to worke the feat by the 
nobles , of Murrayland. The standers by that herd such an 
abhominable tale told by these Witches, streight wayes brake 
the image, & caused y© Witches (according as they had well 
deserued) to bee burnt to death. It was sayd that the king, 
at the very same time that these things were a doyng within 
the castell of Fores, was deliuered of his languor, and slepte 
that night without any sweate breaking forth vpon him at all, 
and the next day being restored to his strength, was able to 
do any maner of thing that lay in man to do, as though he 
had not bene sicke before any thing at all. But how soeuer 
it came to passe, truth it is that when he was restored to his 
perfect health, he gathered a power of men, and with the 
same went into Murrayland against the rebels there, and 
chasing them from thence, he pursued them into Rosse, Sc 
from Rosse into Cathnese, where apprehending them, he 
brought them backe vnto Fores, and there caused them to 
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be hanged vpoii gallowes and gybettes. Amongst them there 
were also certaine yong Gentlemen right beautiful! and goodly 
personages, being neare of kinne vnto Donewald captaine of 
the Castell, and had bene perswaded to be partakers with the 
other rebelles more through the fraudulent counsell of diuers 
wicked persons than of theyr owne accorde : Wherevpon 
the foresayde Donewald lamenting theyr case, made earnest 
labour and suyte to the king to haue begged theyr pardon, 
but hauing a playne deniall, he conceyued suche an inwarde 
madice towardes the king, (though he shewed it not outwardly 
at the firste) that the same continued still boyling in his 
stomake, and ceased not, till through setting on of his wife 
and in reuenge of suche vnthankefulnesse, he founde meanes 
to murder the king within the foresayd Castell of Fores 
where he vsed to soiourne, for the king beyng in that coun- 
trey, was accustomed to lie most commonly within the same 
castel, hauing a speciall trust in Donewald, as a man whom 
he neuer suspected : but Donwald not forgetting the reproche 
whiche his linage had susteyned by the execution of those his 
kinsmen, whome the king for a spectacle to the people had 
caused to be hanged, could not but shew manifest tokens of 
great griefe at home amongst his familie: which his wife 
perceyuing, ceassed not to trauayle with him, till she vnder- 
stood what the cause was of his displeasure. Whiche at 
length when she had learned by his owne relation, she as 
one that bare no lesse malice in hyr harte towardes the king, 
for the like cause on hyr behalfe than hir husband did for his 
freendes, counselled him (sith the king oftentimes vsed to 
lodge in his house without any garde aboute him, other than 
the garyson of the castell, whiche was wholy at his com- 
maundement) to make him away, and shewed him the meanes 
whereby he might soonest accomplishe it. Donwalde thus 
being the more kindled in wrath by the woordes of his wife, 
determined to follow hyr aduise in the execution of so 
haynous an acte. Wherevpon deuising with himselfe for a 
while, whiche way he might best accomplishe his cursed in- 
tention, at length he gate oportunitie and sped his purpose 
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as foUoweth. It chaunced, that the king vpon the day before 
he purposed to departe forth of the Castell, was long in his 
oratorie at his prayers, and there continued till it was late 
in the night, at the last comming foorth he called suche afore 
him, as had faithfully serued him in pursute and apprehention 
of the rebelles, and giuing them hartie thankes, he bestowed 
sundry honorable giftes amongst them, of the which number 
Donwald was one, as he that had bene euer accompted 
a moste faithfull seruaunt to the king. At length hauing 
talked with them a long time, he got him into his pryuie 
chamber, only with two of his chamberlaynes, who hauing 
brought him to bedde came foorth againe, and then fell to 
banqueting with Donewald and his wife, who had prepared 
diuers delicate dishes, and sundry sorts of drinke for theyr 
arere supper^ or collation, whereat they sat vp so long, till 
they had charged theyr stomakes with suche full gorges, that 
theyr heades were no sooner got to the pyllow, but a sleepe 
they were so fast, that a man might haue remoued the 
chamber ouer them, rather than to haue awaked them out of 
theyr drunken sleepe. Then Donewalde though he abhorred 
the act greatly in his harte, yet through instigation of his wife, 
he called foure of his seruants vnto him (whom he had made 
priuie to his wicked intent before, and framed to his purpose 
with large giftes) and now declaring vnto them, after what 
sorte they should worke the feate, they gladly obeyed his 
instructions, and speedely going about the murder, they enter 
the chamber (in which the king lay) a litle before cockes 
crow, where they secretely cut his throte as he lay sleeping, 
without any buskling* at all : and immediatly by a posteme 
gate they caried foorth the dead body into the fieldes, and 
throwing it vpon an horse there prouided ready for that 
purpose, they conuey it vnto a place, distant aboute twoo 
myles from the castell, where they stayed, and gat certayne 
labourers to helpe them to tume the course of a litle riuer 



' Literally, an after-supper ; a late meal after the usual supper. 
* bustling. 
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running through the fieldes there, and digging a deepe hole 
in the chanell, they burie the body in the same, ramming 
it Vp with stones and grauel so closely, that setting the water 
into the right course agayne, no man coulde perceyue that 
any thing had bene newly digged there. This they did by 
order appointed them by Donewald as is reported, for that 
the bodie shoulde not be founde, and by bleeding (when 
Donewald shoulde be present) declare him to be giltie of 
the murder. For that suche an opinion men haue, that the 
dead corps of any man being sla.yne, will bleede abundantly 
if the murderer be present : but for what consideration soeuer 
they buried him there, they had no sooner finished the worke, 
but that they slew them, whose help they vsed herein, and 
streightwayes therevpon fledde into Orkney. 

* Donewald aboute the time that the murder was a doing, 
got him amongst them that kepte the watch, and so con- 
tinewed in companie with them al the residue of the night. 
But in the morning when the noyse was reysed in the kings 
chamber how the king was slaine, his body conueyed away, 
and the bed all berayed'* with bloud, he with the watche ran 
thither as though he had knowen nothing of the mater, and 
breaking into the chamber^ and finding cakes of bloud in the 
bed & on the floore about the sides of it, he foorthwith siew6 
the chamberlaynes, as giltie of that haynous murder, and 
then like a madde man running to and fro, hee ransacked 
euery corner within the castell, as though it had bene to 
haue seene if he might haue. founde either the body or any 
of y® murtherers hid in any pryuie place: but at length 
comming to the posteme gate, & finding it open, he bur- 
dened the chamberlaines whom he had slaine with al the 
fault, they hauing the keyes of the gates committed to their 
keeping al the night, and therefore it could not be otherwise 
(sayde he) but that they were of counsel in the committing 
of that moste detestable murder. Finally suche was his ouer 
earnest diligence in the inquisition and triall of the offen- 

^ smeared. 
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dours herein, that some of the Lordes began to mlslike the 
mater, and to smell foorth shrewed tokens, that he shoulde 
not be altogither cleare himselfe: but for so much as they 
were in that countrey, where hee had the whole rule, what 
by reason of his frendes and authoritie togither, they doubted 
to vtter what they thought till time and place shoulde better 
seme therevnto, and herevpon got them away euery man to 
his home. , For the space of .vj. moneths togither after this 
haynous murder thus committed, there appeared no sunne 
by day, nor Moone by night in any parte of the realme, but 
stil was the skie couered with continual clowdes, and some- 
times suche outragious ivindes arose with lightnings and tern- 
pestes, that the people were in great feare of present de- 
struction.' (History of Scotland, pp. 206-209, ed. 1577.) 

The sentence last quoted is clearly the origin of what Ross 
says in act 11. scene 4 : 

• By the clock, 'tis day, 
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp/ &c. 

The other natural portents mentioned in the same scene are 
borrowed from Hblinshed's account of those which followed 
the murder of King DufFe. * Monstrous sightes also that were 
scene within the Scottishe kingdome that yeare were these, 
horses in Lothian being of singuler beautie and swiftnesse, 
did eate their owne flesh, & would in no wise taste any other 
meate. In Angus there was a gentlewoman brought forth a 
childe without eyes, nose, hande, or foote. There was a 
Sparhauke also strangled by an Owle.* (p. 210.) These cir- 
cumstances have been interwoven by the dramatist with 
Hollnshed's account of Macbeth and Duncan, from which 
we now give all the passages which have any bearing upon 
the play. 

* After Malcolme succeeded his Nephew Duncan, the sonne 
of his doughter Beatrice : for Malcolme had two daughters, 
ye one which was this Beatrice, being giuen in mariage vnto 
one Abbanath Grinen, a man of great nobilitie, and Thane of 
the Isles and west partes of Scotlande, bare of that mariage 
the foresayd Duncan :. The other called Doada, was maried 
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vnto Synell the Thane of Glammis, by whom she had issue 
one Makbeth a valiant gentleman, and one that if he had 
not bene somewhat cruell of nature, might haue bene thought 
most worthie the gouemment of a realme. On the other 
parte, Duncan was so softe and gentle of nature, that the 
people wished the inclinations & maners of these two cousines 
to haue bene so tempered and enterchaungeably bestowed 
betwixt them, that where the one had to much of clemencie, 
and the other of crueltie, the meane vertue betwixt these 
twoo extremities, might haue reygned by indifferent particion 
in them bothe, so shoulde Duncan haue proued a worthy 
king, and Makbeth an excellent captaine. 

*The beginning of Duncanes reigne was very quiet 8c 
peaceable, without any notable trouble, but after it was per- 
ceyued how negligent he was in punishing offenders, many 
misruled persons tooke occasion thereof to trouble the peace 
and quiet state of the common wealth, by seditious commo- 
tions whiche firste had theyr beginnings in this wise. 

* Banquho the Thane of Lochquhaber, of whom the house 
of the Stewardes is discended, the whiche by order of lynage 
hath nowe for a long time enioyed the crowne of Scotlande, 
euen till these our dayes, as he gathered the finaunces due to 
the king, and further punished somewhat sharpely suche as 
were notorious offenders, being assayled by a number of 
rebelles inhabiting in that countrey, and spoyled of the 
money and all other things, had muche ado to get away with 
life after he had receyued sundry grieuous woundes amongst 
them. Yet escaping theyr handes after he was somewhat 
recouered of his hurtes and was able to ride, he repayred 
to the courte, where making his complaint to the king vin 
most earnest wise, he purchased at length that the offenders 
were sente for by a Sergeant at armes, to appeare to make 
aunswere vnto suche mater as shoulde be layde to theyr 
charge, but they augmenting theyr mischeeuous acte with 
a more wicked deede, after they had misused the messenger 
with sundry kindes of reproches, they finally slew him also. 

^Then doubting not but for suche contemptuous de- 
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meanour agaynst the kings regall authoritie, they shoulde 
be inuaded with all the power the king coulde make, Mak* 
dowalde one of great estimation amongst them making first 
a confederacie with his nearest frendes and kinsmen, tooke 
vpon him to be chiefe captayne of all suche rebelles, as 
woulde stande against the king, in maintenance of theyr 
grieuous offences lately committed against him. Many slan- 
derous wordes also, & rayling taunts this Makdowald vttered 
against his prince, calling him a faynt harted milkesop, more 
meete to goueme a sort of idle monkes in some cloyster, 
than to haue y® rule of suche valiant and hardy men of warre 
as the Scottes were. 

' He vsed also suche subtile perswasions and forged allure- 
ments, that in a small time he had got togither a mightie 
power of men : for out of the westeme Isles, there came vnto 
him a great multitude of people, offering themselues to assist 
him in that rebellious quarell, and out of Ireland in hope of 
the spoyle came no small number of Kernes & GaUoglasses 
offering gladly to serue vnder him, whither it shoulde please 
him to lead them. Makdowald thus hauing a mightie puys- 
sance about him, • encountred with suche of the kings people 
as were sent against him into Lochquhabir, and discomfiting 
them, by fine force tooke theyr captaine Malcolme, and after 
the end of the batayle smoote of his head. 

* This ouerthrow beyng notified to the king, did put him 
in wonderfull feare, by reason of his small skill in warlyke 
affayres. Calling therfore his nobles to a counsell, willed 
them of their best aduise for the subduing of Makdowald 
and other the rebelles. 

'Here in sundry heades (as it euer happeneth) being 
sundry opinions, whiche they vttered according to euery man 
his skill, at length Makbeth speaking muche against the kings 
softnesse, & ouer muche slacknesse in punishing offenders, 
whereby they had such time to assemble togither, he pro- 
mised notwithstanding, if the charge were committed vnto 
him and to Banquho, so to order the mater, that the rebelles 
.should be shortly vanquished and quite put downe, and that 
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not so much as one of them shoulde be founde to mate 
resistance within the countrey* 

* And euen so came it to passe : for being sente foorth 
with a newe power, at his entring into Lochquhaber, the 
fame of his comming put y® enimies in suche feare, that a 
great number of them stale secretely away from theyr cap- 
taine Makdowald, who neuerthelesse enforsed thereto, gaue 
batayle vnto Makbeth, with the residue whiche remained 
with him, but being ouercome and fleing for refuge into 
a castell (within the whiche hys wyfe and chyldren were 
enclosed,) at length when he saw he coulde neyther defend 
the hold any longer against his enimies, nor yet vpon sur- 
render be suiFered to depart with lyfe saued, he first slew his 
wife & children, and lastly himselfe, least if he had yeelded 
simply, he shoulde haue bene executed in most cruell wise 
for an example to other. 

* Makbeth entring into the castel by the gates, as then set 
open, founde the carcase of Makdowald lying dead there 
amongst the residue of the slaine bodies, whiche when he 
•behelde, remitting no peece of his cruel! nature with that 
pitifuU sight, he caused the head to be cut offj and set vpon 
a pooles ende, & so sent it as a present to the king who as 
then lay at Bertha. 

* The headlesse trunke he commaunded to be hong vp 
vpon an high payre of gallowes. Them of the Westeme Isles, 
suyng for pardon in that they had ayded Makdowald in his 
trayterous enterpryse, he fined at great summes of money: 
and those whom he tooke in Lochquhabir, being come thither 
to beare armure agaynst the king, he put to execution. 

* Here vpon the Hand men conceyued a deadly grudge 
towards him, calling him a couenant breaker, a bloudy tyrant, 
and a cruell murtherer of them, whom the kings mercie had 
pardoned. With whiche reprochfuU woordes Makbeth being 
iindled in wrathfull yre against them, had passed ouer with 
an army into the Isles, to haue taken reuenge vpon them for 
theyr liberall talke, had he not bene otherwayes perswaded 
by some of his frendes, and partely pacified by giftes pre^ 
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sented vnto him on the behalfe of the Ilandmen, seeking to 
auoyde his displeasure. 

'Thus was iustice and lawe restored againe to the old 
accustomed course by the diligent meanes of Makbeth. Im- 
mediatly wherevpon worde came that Sueno king of Norway 
was arriued in Fyfe with a puysant army to subdue the whole 
realme of Scotland.* 

Here follows a short digression about Sueno and his three 
sons, and the division of England between Canute and Ed- 
mund Ironside. The narrative then proceeds : — 

* The crueltie of this Sueno was suche, that he neyther 
spared man, woman, nor childe, of what age, condition or 
degree so euer they were, whereof when king Duncane was 
certified, hee set all slouthfull and lingering delayes aparte, 
and began to assemble an army in moste speedy wise, like a 
right valiant Captayne: for oftentimes it happeneth, that a 
dull cowarde, and slouthfull person constrayned by necessitie, 
becommeth right hardie and actiue. Therefore when his 
whole power was come togither, he deuided the same with 
three batayles ®. The firste was led by Makbeth, the seconde 
by Banquho, and the king himselfe gouemed in the mayne 
batayle or middlewarde, wherein were appoynted to attende 
his person the moste parte of all the residue of the Scottishe 
nobilitie. 

* The army of Scottishmen beyng thus ordered, came vnto 
Culros, where encountring with the enimies, after a sore and 
cruell foughten batayle, Sueno remayned victorious, and Mal- 
colme. with his Scottes discomfited. Howbeit the Danes 
were so broken by this batayle, that they were not able to 
make long chase on theyr enimies, but kepte themselues 
all night in order of batayle, for doubte least y© Scots as- 
sembling togither againe, might haue set vpon them at some 
adujintage. 

* On the morrow when the fieldes were discouered, and 
that it was perceyued how no enimies were to be founde 

* See note on v. 6. 4. 

c a 
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abroade, they gathered the spoyle, whiche they deuided 
amongst them, according to the lawe of armes. 

* Then was it ordeyned by commaundement of Sueno, that 
no Souldier shoulde hurte either man, woman, or chiide, 
ej^cepte suche as were founde with weapon in hande ready 
to make resistance, for he hoped now to conquere the realme 
without further bloudshed. 

'But when knowledge was giuen how Duncane was fled 
to the castell of Bertha, and that Makbeth was gathering 
a new power to withstand the incursions of the Danes, Sueno 
raised his tentes and comming to the sayd castell layde a 
strong siege rounde about it. Duncane seyng himselfe thus 
enuironned by his enimies, sent a secrete message by councell 
of Banquho vnto Makbeth, commaunding him to abide at 
Inche cuthill, till hee hearde from him some other newes. 

* In the meane time Duncane fell in fayned communication 
with Sueno as though he would haue yeelded vp the Castell 
into his handes vnder certaine conditions, and this did he 
to driue time, and to put his enimies out of all suspition of 
any enterpryse ment against them, till all things were brought 
to passe that might seme for the purpose. 

* At length when they were fallen at a poynt"^ for rendring 
vp the holde, Duncane offered to sende foorth of the castell 
into the campe greate prouision of vitayles to refresh the 
army, whiche offer was gladly accepted of the Danes for that 
they had bene in greate penurie of sustenaunce many dayes 
before. 

* The Scots herevpon tooke the iuyce of Mekilwort beries^, 
& mixed the same in theyr ale and bread, sending it thus 
spiced and confectioned in great abundance vnto their eni- 
mies. 

* They reioysing that they had got meate and drinke suffi- 

' See note on iv. 3. 135. 

® Hector Boece calls it Solatrum amentiale^ that is, deadly nightshade ; 
of which Gerarde in his Herball writes, * This kinde of Nightshade causeth 
sleepe, troubleth the minde, bringeth madnes if a fewe of the berries 
be inwardly taken/ Perhaps this is the * insane root' of i. 3. 84. 
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cient to satisfie theyr bellies, fell to eating and drinking after 
such greedy wise, that it seemed they stroue who might 
deuoure & swallow vp most, till the operation of the beries 
spred in suche sorte through all the partes of their bodies, 
that they were in the ende brought into a fast dead sleepe, 
that in leaner it was vnpossible to awake them. 

* Then foorthwith Duncane sent vnto Makbeth, commaimd* 
ing him with all diligence to come and set vpon the enimies, 
being in easie pointe to be ouercome. 

'Makbeth making no delay came with his people to the 
place, where his enimies were lodged, & first killing the 
watche, afterwards entred the campe, and made suche 
slaughter on all sides without any resistance, that it was a 
wonderfull mater to behold, for the Danes were so heauy of 
sleepe, that the most parte of them were slayne & neuer 
styrred : other that were awakened eyther by the noyse or 
otherwayes foorth, were so amazed and dyzzie headed vpon 
their wakening, that they were not able to make any defence, 
so that of the whole numbers there escaped no moe but onely 
Sueno himselfe and tenne other persons, by whose help he 
got to his shippes lying at rode in the mouth of Tay. 

* The most parte of the maryners, when they heard what 
plentie of meate and drinke the Scottes had sente vnto the 
campe, came from the sea thyther to bee partakers thereof, 
and so were slayne amongst theyr fellowes: by meanes 
whereof when Sueno perceyued howe through lacke of 
maryners he shoulde not be able to conuey away his nauie, 
hee furnished one shippe throughly with suche as were lefte, 
and in the same sayled backe into Norway, cursing the 
tyme that hee set forewarde on this infortunate ioumey. 

*The other shippes whiche hee lefte behinde him within 
three dayes after his departure from thence, were tossed so 
togyther by violence of an East winde, that beatyng and 
russhyng one agaynst an other they suncke there, and lie in 
the same place euen vnto these dayes, to the greate daunger 
of other suche shippes as come on that coaste, for being 
couered with the floudde when the tide commes, at the 
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ebbyng againe of the same, some parte of them appeare* 
aboue water. 

* The place where y® Danish vessels were thus lost, is yet 
cleped Drownelow sandes. This ouerthrow receiued in 
maner aforesaid by Sueno, was right displeasant to him and 
his people, as shoulde appeare in that it was a custome many 
yeares after, that no Knightes were made in Norway, excepte 
they were firste sworne to reuenge the slaughter of theyr 
countreymen and frendes thus slayne in Scotland. 

* The Scottes hauing wonne so notable a victory, after they 
had gathered and diuided the spoyle of the fielde, caused 
solemne processions to be made in all places of the realme, 
and thankes to be giuen to almightie God, that had sent them 
so fayre a day ouer their enimies. 

*But whylest the people were thus at theyr processions, 
woorde was brought that a newe fleete of Danes was arriued 
at Kingcome, sent thyther by Canute king of England in 
reuenge of his brother Suenoes ouerthrow. 

* To resist these enimies, whiche were already landed, and 
busie in spoiling the countrey, Makbeth and Banquho were 
sente with the kings authoritie, who hauing with them a con- 
uenient power, encountred the enimies, slewe parte of them, 
and chased the other to their shippes. They that escaped and 
got once to theyr shippes, obtayned of Makbeth for a great 
summe of golde, that suche of theyr freendes as were slaine 
at this last bickering ® might be buried in Saint Golmes Inche. 
In memorie whereof, many olde Sepultures are yet in the 
sayde Inche, there to be scene grauen with the armes of the 
Danes, as the maner of burying noble men still is, and hereto- 
fore hath bene vsed. 

*A peace was also concluded at the same time betwixte 
the Danes and Scottishmen, ratified as some haue wryten 
in this wise. That from thence foorth the Danes shoulde 
neuer come into Scotlande to make any warres agaynst the 
Scottes by any maner of meanes. 

• conflict. 
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* And these were the warres that Duncane had with forrayne 
enimies in the seventh yeare of his reygne. 

^ Act I. Scene HI. . ' Shortly after happened a straunge and 
vncouth wonder, whiche afterwarde was the cause of muche 
trouble in the realme of Scotlande as ye shall after heare. It 
fortuned as Makbeth & Banquho ioumeyed towarde Fores, 
where the king as then lay, they went sporting by the way 
togither without other companie, saue only themselues, pass- 
ing through the woodes and fieldes, when sodenly in the 
middes of a launde ^®, there met them .iij. women in straunge 
& ferly^^ apparell, resembling creatures of an elder worlde, 
whom when they attentiuely behelde, wondering much at the 
sight, The first of them spake & sayde : All hayle Makbeth 
Thane of Glanunis (for he had lately entred into that dignitie 
and office by the death of his father Synel.) The .ij. of them 
said: Hayle Makbeth Thane of Gawder: but the third 
sayde: All Hayle Makbeth that hereafter shall be king of 
Scotland. 

* Then Banquho, what maner of women (saith he) are you, 
that seeme so litle fauourable vnto me, where as to my fellow 
here, besides highe offices, yee assigne also the kingdome, 
appointyng foorth nothing for me at all ? Yes sayth the firste 
of them, wee promise greater benefites vnto thee, than vnto 
him, for he shall reygne in deede, but with an vnluckie ende : 
neyther shall he leaue any issue behinde him to succeede in 
his place, where ^^ contrarily thou in deede shalt not reygne at 
all, but of thee those shall be borne whiche shall gouerne the 
Scottishe kingdome by long order of continuall discent. 
Herewith the foresayde women vanished immediatly out of 
theyr sight. This was reputed at the first but some vayne 
fantasticall illusion by Makbeth and Banquho, in so muche 
that Banquho woulde call Makbeth in ieste kyng of Scotland, 
and Makbeth againe would call him in sporte likewise, the 
father of many kings. But afterwards the common opinion 
was, that these women were eyther the weird sisters, that is 

*• lawn, " wonderfol. " whereas. 
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(as ye would say) y« Goddesses of destinie, or els some 
Nimphes or Feiries, endewed with knowledge of prophesie 
by their Nicromanticall science, bicause euery thing came 
to passe as they had spoken. 

* For shortly after, the Thane of Gawder being condemned 
at Fores of treason against the king committed, his Jandes, 
linings and offices were giuen, of the kings liberalitie vnto 
Makbeth. 

*The same night after, at supper Banquho iested with 
him and sayde, now Makbeth thou haste obtayned those 
things which the twoo former sisters prophesied, there re- 
mayneth onely for thee to purchase ^^ that which the third 
sayd should come to passe. 

'Wherevpon Makbeth reuoluing the thing in his minde, 
began euen then to deuise howe he mighte attayne to the 
kingdome : but yet hee thought with himselfe that he must tary 
a time, whiche shoulde aduaunce him thereto (by the diuine 
prouidence) as it had come to passe in his former preferment. 

Act I. Scene IV. * But shortely after it chaunced that 
king Duncane hauing two sonnes by his wife which was 
the daughter of Sywarde Earle of Northumberland, he 
made the elder of them cleped ^* Malcolme prince of Gum- 
berlande, as it were thereby to appoint him his successor 
in the kingdome, immediatly after his deceasse. 

* Makbeth sore troubled herewith, for that he sawe by this 
meanes his hope sore hindered, (where -"^ by the olde lawes 
of the realme, the ordinance was, that if he that shoulde 
succeede were not of able age to take the charge vpon 
himselfe, he that was nexte of bloud vnto him, shoulde be 
admitted) he beganne to take counsell howe he might vsurpe 
the kingdome by force, hauing a iuste quarell so to do (as 
he tooke the mater,) for that Duncane did what in him 
lay to defraude him of all maner of title and clayme, whiche 
hee mighte in tyme to come, pretende vnto the crowne. 

* The woordes of the three weird sisters also, (of whome 

" acqaire. " called. " whereas. 
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before ye haue heard) greatly encouraged him herevnto, 
but specially his wife lay sore vpon him to attempt the 
thing, as she that was very ambitious brenning ^* in vn- 
quenchable desire to beare the name of a Queene. 

*At length therefore communicating his purposed intent 
with his trustie frendes, amongst whom Banquho was the 
chiefest, vpon confidence of theyr promised ayde, he slewe 
the king at Enuemes, (or as some say at Botgosuane,) in 
the .vj. yeare of his reygne. 

' Then hauing a companie about him of such as he had 
made priuie to his enterpryce, he caused himselfe to be 
proclaymed king, and foorthwith went vnto Scone, where 
by common consent, he receyued the inuesture ^' of the 
kingdome according to the accustomed maner. 

* The bodie of Duncane was firste conueyed vnto Elgyne, 
and there buried in kingly wise, but afterwardes it was 
remoued and conueyed vnto Colmekill, and there layd in 
a sepulture ^ amongst his predecessours in the yeare after 
the birth of our Sauiour .1040. 

* Malcolme Gammore and Donald Bane, the sonnes of king 
Duncane, for feare of theyr Hues (whiche they might well 
know yt Makbeth would seeke to bring to end for his more 
sure confirmacion in the astate) fled into Cumberland, where 
Malcolme remained til time that S. Edward y® sonne of 
king Etheldred recouered the dominion of England from 
the Danish power, the whiche Edward receuyed Malcolme 
by way of moste freendly entertaynement, but Donald passed 
ouer into Ireland, where he was tenderly cherished by the 
king of that lande. 

'Makbeth after the departure thus of Duncanes sonnes 
vsed great liberalitie towardes the nobles of the realme, 
thereby to winne their fauour, & when he saw that no 
man went about to trouble him, he set his whole intention '^ 
to maintayne iustice, and to punishe all enormities and 

*® burning. ^^ investiture. 

18 sepulchre. ^* intent, endeavour. 
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abuses, whiche had chaunced through the feeble and slouth- 
full administration of Duncane.' (pp. 239-245.) 

The narrative proceeds to relate the good government 
of Macbeth and his just laws. Among other acts of re- 
tcibution recorded is his putting to death for sedition the 
thane of Ross, who in the play appears in the second and 
third scenes of the fourth act and in the very last scene 
of all. 

Act III. Scenes I, II, III. * These and the like com- 
mendable lawes, Makbeth caused to be put as then in vse, 
goueming the realme for the space of tenne yeares in eqi^all 
iustice. But this was but a counterfayte zeale of equitie 
shewed by him, partely against his naturall inclination to 
purchase thereby the fauour of the people. 

* Shortly after, he beganne to shewe what he was, in steede 
of equitie practising crueltie. For the pricke of conscience 
(as it chaunceth euer in tyrantes, and suche as attayne to any 
astate by vnrightuous meanes) caused him euer to feare, 
least he should be serued of the same cuppe, as he had 
ministred to his predecessour. 

* The woordes also of the three weird sisters, wold not out 
of his mind, which as they promised 'him the kingdome, so 
lykewise did they promise it at the same time, vnto the 
posteritie of Banquho. He willed therefore the same Ban- 
quho with his sonne named Fleaunce, to come to a supper 
that he had prepared for them, which was in deede, as he 
had deuised, present death at the handes of certaine mur- 
therers, whome he hyred to execute that deede, appoynting 
them to meete with the same Banquho and his sonne without 
the palayce as they returned to theyr lodgings, and there to 
slea them, so that he woulde not haue his house slaundered, 
but that in time to come he might cleare himselfe, if any 
thing were layde to his charge vpon any suspition that might 
arise. 

* It chaunced yet, by the benefite of the darke night, that 
though the father were slaine, the son yet by the helpe of 
almightie God reseruing him to better fortune^ escaped that 
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daunger, & afterwardes hauing some inckling by the admon- 
ition of some frendes which he had in the courte, howe his 
life was sought no lesse then his fathers, who was slayne not 
by chaunce medley (as by the handling of the mater Makbeth 
would haue had it to appeare,) but euen vpon a prepensed^ 
deuise, wherevpon to auoyde further perill he fiedde into 
Wales.' (p. 246.) 

Holinshed at some length now traces the descent of the 
royal family of Scotland from Banquo. The following sum- 
mary will be sufficient for our purpose. Fleance, who had 
fled into Wales, had by the daughter of the prince of that 
country a son Walter, who ultimately returned to Scotland 
in the suite of Queen Margaret and became Lord Steward. 
Walter's son Alane went to the Holy Land in the first 
crusade with Godfrey of Boulogne and Robert Duke of Nor- 
mandy. Alane Steward had issue Alexander, the founder 
of the Abbey of Paisley. Alexander had several sons, one of 
whom, Walter, distinguished himself at the battle of Largs 
and became the ancestor of the earls of Lennox and Damley : 
another, John, was the father of Walter Steward, who 
* maried Mariorie Bruce daughter to king Robert Bruce, by 
whom he had issue king Robert the second of that name.' 
(p. 247.) After this digression the chronicler proceeds : — 

Act IV. Scenes I, H, III. ' But to returne vnto Mak- 
beth, in continuying the history, and to beginne where I left, ye 
shal vnderstand, that after the contriued slaughter of Banquho, 
nothing prospered with the foresayde Makbeth : for in maner 
euery man began to doubt his owne life, and durst vnneth^*^ 
appeare in the kings presence, & euen as there were many 
that stoode in feare of him, so likewise stoode he in feare 
of many, in such sorte that he began to make those away 
by one surmised cauillation*^ or other, whom he thought most 
able to worke him any displeasure. 

* At length he found suche sweetenesse by putting his nobles 

* preconceived, predeteraiined. ^ See note 2. 

^ imaginary quibble. 
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thus to death, that his earnest thyrst after bloud in this 
behalfe, might in nowise be satisfied: for ye must consider 
he wanne double profite (as he thought) hereby: for firste 
they were ridde out of the way whome he feared, and then 
agayne his coffers were enriched by their goodes, whiche 
were forfeyted to his vse, whereby he might the better 
mainteyne a garde of armed men about him to defend his 
person from iniurie of them whom he had in any suspition. 

* Further to the ende he might the more sickerly^^ oppresse 
his subiectes with all tyranlike wrongs, hee buylded a strong 
Castell on the top of an high hill cleped Dunsinnane situate 
in Gowry, ten myles from Perth, on such a proude height, 
that standing there aloft, a man might behold welneare all 
the countreys of Angus, Fife, Stermond,- & Emedale, as it 
were lying vndemeth him. This castell then being founded 
on the top of that high hill, "put the realme to great charges^ 
before it was fynished, for al the stuffe necessarie to the 
building, could not be brought vp without much toyle and 
businesse. 

* But Makbeth beeing once determined to haue the worke 
go forwarde, caused the Thanes of eche shire within the 
Realme, to come and helpe towardes that building, eche man 
hys course about, 

* At the last when the tume fell vnto MakdufFe Thane of 
Fife to buylde his part, he sent workmen with all needfull 
prouision, and commaunded them to shew suche diligence 
in euery behalfe, that no occasion might bee giuen for the 
king to finde fault with him, in that he came not himseife 
as other had done, which he refused to do for doubt least 
the king bearing him (as he partly vnderstoode) no great 
good will, woulde lay violent handes vpon him, as he had done 
vppon dyuerse other. 

'Shortly after, Makbeth comming to behold howci the 
worke went forwarde, and bycause hee found not Makduffe 
there, he was sore offended, and sayde, I perceyue this man 
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will neuer obey my commaundements, till he be rydden with 
a snaffle, but I shal pronide well ynough for him. Neither 
could he afterwards abide to looke vpon the sayde M akduffe, 
eyther for that he thought his puissance ouer great, either 
els for that he had learned of certain wysardes, in whose 
wordes he put great confidence, (for that the prophecie had 
happened so right, whiche the three Fayries or weird sisters 
had declared vnto him) how that he ought to take heede of 
Makduife, who in tymes to come should seeke to destroy 
him. 

< And surely herevpon had he put Makduife to death, but 
that a certaine witch whom he had in great trust, had told 
that he should neuer be slain with man borne of any woman, 
nor vanquished till the wood of Bemane, came to the Castell 
of Dunsinnane. 

* By this prophecie Makbeth put aU feare out of his heart, 
supposing hee might doe what hee would, without any feare 
to be punished for the same, for by the one prophesie he 
beleeued it was vnpossible for any man to vanquish him, and 
by the other vnpossible to slea him. 

^This vaine hope caused him to doe manye Outragious 
things, to the grieuous oppression of his subiects. 

* At length Makduffe to auoyde perill of lyfe, purposed with 
himselfe to passe into Englande, to procure Malcolme Gam- 
more to clayme the crowne of Scotlande. But this was not 
so secretly deuised by Makduife, but that Makbeth had 
knowledge giuen him thereof, for kings (as is sayde,) haue 
sharpe sight like vnto Linx, and long eares like vnto Midas. 
For Makbeth had in euery noble mans house, one slie fellow 
or other in fee with him, to reueale all that was sayd or done 
within the same, by which slight he oppressed the moste parte 
of the Nobles of hys Realme. 

* Immediately then, being aduertised whereabout Makduife 
went, he came hastily wyth a great power into Fife, and 
forthwith besieged the Castell where Makduife dwelled, 
trusting to haue found him therin. 

* They that kept the house, without any resistance opened 



XXXIV PREFACE, 

the gates, and sufFred him to enter, mistrusting none euiH. 
But neuerthelesse Makbeth most cruelly caused the wife and 
children of MakdufFe, with all other whom he found in that 
castell, to be slaine. 

'Also he confiscate the goodes of Makduffe, proclaymed 
him traytor, and confined him out of al the partes of his 
realme, but MakdufFe was alreadie escaped out of daunger 
and gotten into England vnto Malcolme Canmore,- to trie 
what purchas he might make by meanes of his support to 
reuenge the slaughter so cruelly executed on his wife, his 
children, and other friends. 

*At his comming vnto Malcolme, he declared into what 
great miser ie the estate of Scotlande was brought, by the 
detestable cruelties exercysed by the tyranne Makbeth, hauing 
committed many horrible slaughters and murthers, both as 
well of the nobles as commons, for the which he was hated 
right mortally of all his liege people, desiring nothing more 
than to be deliuered of tjikt intoUerable and moste heauie 
yoke of thraldome, whiche they susteyned at suche a caytifes 
handes. 

'Malcolme hearing MakdufFes words which he vttred in 
right lamentable sort, for pure compassion and very ruth that 
pearced his sorowfuU hart, bewayling the miserable state of 
his country, he fetched a deepe sigh, which MakdufFe per- 
ceyuing, began to fall most earnestly in hande wyth him, to 
enterprise^ the deliuering of the Scottishe people out of the 
hands of so cruell and bloudie a tyrant, as Makbeth by too 
many plaine experiments did shew himselfe to be, which was 
an easie matter for him to bring to passe, considering not 
only the good tytle he had, but also the earnest desire of the 
people to haue some occasion ministred, whereby they might 
be reuenged of those notable iniuries, which they dayly sus-* 
teyned by the outragious crueltie of Makbeths misgouemance. 

* Though Malcolme was right sorowfuU for the oppression 
of his Countreymen the Scottes, in maner as Makduffe had 

* attempt. 
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declared, yet doubting whether he were come as one that 
ment vnfaynedly as hee spake, or else as sent from Makbeth 
to betray him, he thought to haue some further triall, and 
therevpon dissembling his minde at the first, he answered as 
followeth* . 

' I am truly right sorie for the miserie chaunced to my 
Countrey of Scotlande, but though I haue neuer so great 
affection- to relieue y® same, yet by reason of certaine in- 
curable vyces, whiche raigne in me, I am nothing meete 
thereto: First suche immoderate lust and voluptuous sen- 
sualitie (the abhominable fountaine of all vyces) foloweth me, 
that if I were made king of Scots, I shoulde seeke to deflower 
your Maydes and matrones in such wise, that mine intem- 
perancie shoulde bee more importable vnto you, than the 
bloudie tyrannic of Makbeth now is. 

* Hereunto Makduffe answered : this surely is a very euill 
fault, for many noble Princes and Kings haue lost both lyues 
and Kingdomes for the same, neuerthelesse there are women 
ynowe in Scotlande, and therefore follow my counsell, make 
thy selfe king, and I shall conuey the matter so wisely, that 
thou shalt be so satisfied at thy pleasure in suche secrete wise, 
that no man shall be aware therof. 

'Then saide Malcolme, I am also the moste auaritious 
creatiu'e on the earth, so that if I were king, I should seeke 
so many wayes to get lands and goodes, that I woulde slea 
the most part of all the nobles of Scotland by surmised accu- 
sations, to the end I might enioy their lands, goods, and 
possessions, & therfore to shew you what mischief may ensue 
on you through mine vnsatiable couetise,^^ I will rehearse 
vnto you a fable. 

* There was a Foxe hauing a sore place on him ouerset-' 
with a swarme of flies that continually sucked out hir bloud, 
and when one that came by and saw this maner demaunded 
whether she woulde haue the flies dryuen besyde hir, she 
answered no : For if these flies that are alreadie full, and 

* covetousness. " overcome, oppressed 
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by reason thereof sucke not very egerly, should be chased 
away, other that are emptie and felly ^ an hungred, shoulde 
light in theyr places, and suck out the residue of my bloud 
farre more to my grieuance than these, which now being 
satisfied doe not much annoy me. Therefore sayth Mal- 
colme, suffer me to remaine where I am, least if I attaine to 
the regiment of your reajme, mine inquenchable auarice 
may proue such, that ye would thinke the displeasures which 
now, grieue you, should seeme easie in respect of the vn- 
measurable outrage, whiche might ensue through my comming 
amongst you, 

* MakdufFe to this made answere, how it was a farre worse 
fault than the other, for auarice is the roote of all mischiefe, 
and for that crime the most part of our kings haue bene 
slain & brought to their finall ende. ^ Yet notwithstanding 
follow my counsel, and take vpon thee the crowne, there is 
golde and riches inough in Scotlande to satisfie thy greedie 
desire, 

' Then sayde Malcolme againe, I am furthermore inclined 
to dissimulation, telling of leasings^^ and all other kinds of 
deceyt, so that I naturally reioyce in nothing so muche as 
to betray and deceyue suche, as. put any trust or confidence 
in my wordes. Then sith there is nothing that more be- 
commeth a prince than constancie, veritie, truth, and iusticej 
with the other laudable felowship of those faire and noble 
vertues which are comprehended onely in soothfastnesse^, 
& that lying vtterly ouerthroweth y« same, you see how 
vnable I am to goueme any prouince or region : and ther- 
forc sith you haue remedies to cloke and hide al the rest 
of my other vices, I pray you find shift to cloke this vice 
amongst the residue. 

*Then sayd MakdufFe: this yet is the worst of all, and 
there I leaue thee, and therefore say, oh ye vnhappie & 
miserable Scottishmen, which are thus scourged with so many 
and sundrie calamities, eche one aboue other. Ye haue one 

» fiercely. » lies » truthfulness. 
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cursed and wicked tyrant that nowe raignes ouer you, with- 
out any right or tytle, oppressing you with his most bloudie 
crueltie: This other that hath the right to the crowne, is 
so replete with the inconstant behauiour and manifest vices 
of English men, that he is nothing worthie to enioy it : for 
by his owne confession he is not onely auaritious, and giuen 
to vnsatiable lust, but so false a traytour withall, that no 
trust is to be had to any worde he speaketh. Adue Scotlande, 
for now I account my selfe a banished man for euer without 
comfort or consolation; and with those words the teares 
trickled down his cheekes right abundantly. 

*At the last when hee was readie to depart, Malcolme 
tooke him by the sleeue, and sayde. Be of good comfort 
Makduffe, for I haue none of these vices before remembred, 
but haue iested with thee in this maner, only to proue thy 
mind: for diuerse tymes heretofore, hath Makbeth sought 
by this maner of meanes to bring me into his handes, but 
the more slow I haue shewed my self to condiscend to thy 
motion and request, the more diligence shall I vse in ac- 
complishing the same. 

* Incontinently hereupon they embraced eche other, and 
promising to bee faythfull the one to the other, they fell in 
consultation, howe they might best prouide for al their busi- 
nesse, to bring the same to good effect. 

*Soone after Makduffe repayring to the borders of Scot- 
lande, addressed his letters with secrete dispatch vnto the 
nobles of the realme, declaring howe Malcolme was con- 
federate wyth him, to come hastily into Scotlande to clayme 
the crowne, and therefore he requyred them, sith he was 
right inheritor thereto, to assist him with their powers to 
recouer the same out of the hands of the wrongfull vsurper. 

'In the meane time, Malcolme purchased such fauour at 
king Edwards handes, that old Sywarde Earle of Northum- 
berlande, was appoynted with ten thousande men to go with 
him into Scotland, to support him in this enterprise, for 
recouerie of his right. 

ActV. Scenes 'II, m. * After these newes were spred 
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abrode in Scotland, the nobles drew into two seuerall fac- 
tions, the one taking part with Makbeth, and the other with 
Malcolme^ 

'Hereupon ensued oftentymes sundrie bickerings, and di- 
uerse light skirmishes, for those that were of Malcolmes side, 
woulde not ieoparde to ioyne with theyr enimies in a pight ^^ 
field, tyll his comming out of England to their support. But 
after that Makbeth perceiued his enimies power to encrease, 
by suche ayde as came to them forth of England with his 
aduersarie Malcolme, he reculed"' backe into Fife, there pur- 
posing to abide in campe fortified, at the Castell of Dun- 
sinane, and to fight with his enimies, if they ment to pursue 
him, howbeit some of his friends aduysed him, that it should 
be best for him, eyther to make some agreement with Mal- 
colme, or else to flee with all speed into the lies, and to take 
his treasure with him, to the ende he might wage ^ sundrie 
great Princes of the realme to take his part, and retayne 
straungers, in whom he might better trust than in his owne 
subiectes, which stale dayly from him: but he had suche 
confidence in his prophecies, that he beleeued he shoulde 
neuer be vanquished, till Bymane wood were brought to 
Dunsinnane, nor yet to be slaine with anye man, that should 
be or was borne of any woman. 

Act V. Scene IV. 'Malcolme folowing hastily after 
Makbeth, came the night before the battaile vnto Byman 
wood, and when his armie had rested a while there to re- 
freshe them, hee commaunded euerye man to get a bough 
of some tree or other of that wood in his hand, as bigge 
as he might beare, and to march forth therwith in such 
wise, that on the next morow they might come closely and 
without sight in thys manner within viewe of hys enimies. 

Act V. Scenes V, VI, VH, Vm. * On the morow when 
Makbeth beheld them comming in this sort, hee first mar- 
ueyled what the matter ment, but in the end remembred 
himselfe, that the prophecie which he had hearde long before 

" pitched. •* retreated^ relired. '^ hire. 
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that time, of the comming of Byrnane wood to Dunsinnane 
Castell, was likely to bee now fulfilled. Neuerthelesse, he 
brought his men in order of battell, and exhorted them to 
doe valiantly, howbeit his enimies had scarcely cast from 
them their boughes, when Makbeth perceiuing their numbers 
betook him streight to flight, whom MakdufFe pursued with 
great hatred euen till he came vnto Lunfannain, where Mak- 
beth perceiuing that Makduffe was hard at his back, leapt 
beside his horse, saying, thou traytor, what meaneth it that 
thou shouldest thus in vaine follow me that am not appoynted 
to be slain by any creature that is borne of a woman, come 
on therefore, and receyue thy rewarde which thou hast de- 
serued for thy paynes, and therewithall he lyfted vp his 
sworde thinking to haue slaine him. But Makduffe quickly 
auoyding from his horse, ere he came at him, answered (with 
his naked sworde in his hande) saying: it is true Makbeth, 
and now shall thine insatiable crueltie haue an ende, for I 
am euen he that thy wysards haue tolde the of, who was 
neuer borne of my mother, but ripped out of hir wombe : 
therewithall he stept vnto llim, & slue him in the place. 
Then cutting his heade from the shoulders, hee set it vpon 
a poll, and brought it vnto Malcolme. This was the end of 
IMakbeth, after he had raigned .xvij. yeares ouer the Scot- 
tishmen. 

*In the beginning of his raigne he accomplished many 
worthie actes, right profitable to the common wealth, (as ye 
haue heard) but afterwarde by illusion of the diuell, he de- 
famed the same with most terrible crueltie. . 

*He was slaine in the yeare of the incarnation 1057. and 
in the .xvj. yeare of king Edwardes raigne ouer the English 
men. 

'Malcolme Cammore thus recouering the realme (as ye 
haue hearde) by support of king Edward, in the .xvj. yeare 
of the same Edwards raign, he was crowned at Scone the 
.XXV. day of April, in the yeare of our Lorde. 1057. 

' Immediately after his coronation, he called a Parliament 
at Forfair, in the which he rewarded them with landes and 
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Hoings that had assisted him agaynst Makbeth, aduauncing 
them to fees and offices as he saw cause, and commaunded 
that specially those that bare the surname of any office or 
landes, shoulde haue and enioye the same. 

' He created many Earles, Lordes, Barons, and Knightes. 

* Many of them that before were Thanes, were at this time 
made Earles, as Fife, Menteth, AthoU, Leuenox, Murray, 
Gathnes, Rosse, and Angus. These were the first Earles 
that haue beene heard of amongest the Scottishe men, (as 
theyr hystories make mention.)* (pp. 248-252.) 

To these quotations from the History of Scotland may be 
added one from Hofinshed*s History of England, which fur- 
nished the dramatist with the incident of the death of young 
Siward. We shall then have before us all the materials out 
of which the play was constructed. Young Siward, or 
Siward's son, is called by John Brompton, the abbot of 
Jervaulx, Osbemus Bulax. (Twysden's Decem Scriptores, 
col. 946.) 

* About the thirtenth yeare of King Edwardes raigne (as 
some write,) or rather about the nineteenth or twentith yere 
as should appeare by the Scottishe Writers, Siward the noble 
Earle of Northumberlande with a great power of Horsemenne 
went into Scotland, and in battell put to flight Mackbeth 
that had vsurped the Crowne of Scotland, and that done, 
placed Malcolme sumamed Gamoyr, the son of Duncane, 
sometime King of Scotlande, in the gouernement of that 
Realme, who afterward slew the sayd Macbeth, and then 
raigned in quiet. Some of our Englishe writers say, that 
this Malcolme was K. of Cumberlande, but other reporte 
him to be sonne to the K. of Cumberland. But heere 
is to be noted, that if Mackbeth raigned till the yere .1061. 
and was then slayne by Malcolme, Earle Siwarde was not 
at that battaile, for as our writers do testifie, he died in the 
yere .1055. whiche was ii the yeare next after (as the same 
writers affirme) that hee tranquished Mackbeth in fight, & slew 
many thousands of Scottes, & all those Normans which as ye 
haue heard, were withdrawen into Scotlande, when they were 
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driuen out of England. It is recorded also, that in the 
foresaid battayle, in which Earle Siwarde vanquished the 
Scottes, one of Siwards sonnes chaunced to be slayne, 
whereof, though the father had good cause to be sorowfuU, 
yet when he heard that he dyed of a wound which hee had 
receyued in fighting stoutely in the forepart of his body, and 
that with his face towarde the enimie, hee greatly reioyced 
thereat, to heare that he died so manfully. But here is to 
be noted, y* not now, but a little before, (as Henry Hunt, 
saith,) y« Earle Siward, wente into Scotlande himselfe in 
person, hee sent his sonne with an army to conquere y^ land, 
whose hap was ther to be slaine : and when his father heard 
y® newes, he demaunded whether he receiued the wound 
wherof he died, in y® fore parte of the body, or in the hinder 
part: and when it was tolde him y* he receyued it in the 
foreparte, I reioyce (saith he) euen with all my harte, for 
I woulde not wishe eyther to my sonne nor to my selfe, any 
other kind of death.* (p. 275.) 

It is unnecessary to point out the deviations made in the 
drama from the original story as told by Holinshed. It is 
sufficient to give the sources of Shakespeare's information. 
Their historical value may deserve a brief discussion. Holins- 
hed's narrative is entirely taken from the twelfth book of the 
Scotorum Historiae of Hector Boece, or Boyce (146 5-1 5 3 6), 
the first Principal of Kings' College, Aberdeen, a work in 
which history is largely mixed with fable. It was translated 
into- Scotch by John Bellenden, archdeacon of Moray, and 
there is reason to think that Holinshed consulted this trans- 
lation. The name Macbeth itself may even have been taken 
from Bellenden, as a rendering of the ' Maccabseus' of Boece, 
and from the same source may have been derived the trans- 
lation of ' solatrum amentiale ' by ' mekilwort.' Be this as it 
may, Holinshed is Shakespeare's authority. Hector Boece is 
Holinshed's, and Boece follows Fordun, adding to him, how- 
ever, very freely. With the exception of Duncan's murder, 
in which Macbeth was concerned either as principal or ac- 
cessory, and the character of Lady Macbeth, there is hardly 
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any point in which the drama coincides with the real history. 
The rebellion of Macdonwald and the invasion of Sueno during 
the reign of Duncan are fables; Banquo and Fleance the 
ancestors of the Stuarts are the inventions of the chronicler. 
Lady Macbeth, whose name was Gruoch, was the grand- 
daughter of Kenneth IV., who was slain at the battle of 
Monivaird by Malcolm II. Her first husband, Gilcomgain, 
the maormor of Moray, was burnt in his castle with fifty of 
his friends. Her only brother was slain by Malcolm's orders. 
There were reasons therefore why she should cherish ven- 
geance against Duncan, the grandson of Malcolm. She took 
as her second husband Macbeth, the maormor of Ross, who 
during the minority of her son Lulach, became maormor of 
Moray. The rebellion of Torfin, Earl of Caithness, another 
grandson of Malcolm's, appears to have been the original 
of the revolt of Macdonwald, and Duncan was on his way 
to punish it when he fell a victim to treachery at Bothgownan 
near Elgin, in the territory of Gruoch and Macbeth. Mac- 
beth on his side had motives for revenge. His father Finlegh, 
or Finley, maormor of Ross, had been slain in a conflict with 
Malcolm II. in 1020. In Wyntown's Cronykil of Scotland 
an entirely different version is given, Duncan is there the 
uncle of Macbeth who is thane of Cromarty, and Gruoch 
is Duncan's wife, who after the murder of her husband 
marries Macbeth. Malcolm is the illegitimate son of Duncan 
by a miller's daughter, and a supernatural parentage is in- 
vented for IMacbeth himself. It is in Wyntown that we first 
meet with the weird sisters, who however only manifest 
themselves to Macbeth and spur his ambition in a dream. 
According to the same chronicler, the absence of Macduff 
from the feast was one of the causes which provoked Macbeth 
against him. It is worth observing that there is nothing of 
this kind in the narrative of ,Holinshed. The battle of Dun- 
sinnan did not decide the fate of Macbeth. He was defeated 
there in the year 1054, but it was not till two years after- 
wards that he met with his death at Lumphanan by the hands 
of Macduff, Dec. 5, 1056, (Chalmers, Cadedonia, i. 404:-4io.) 
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In Wyntown the avenging hand is not that of Macduff but 
of a nameless knight. Through this maze of tradition and 
fable it is difficult to thread one's way. The single point 
upon which historians agree is that the reign of Macbeth 
was one of remarkable prosperity and vigorous government. 

With regard to Duncan, we may add a few details of his 
real history as told by Mr. Robertson (Scotland under her 
Early Kings, vol. i. chap. 5). He was the son of Bethoc or 
Beatrice, daughter of Malcolm, and Crinan, Abbot of Dun- 
keld. In 1030 he succeeded his grandfather. He laid siege 
to Durham in 1040, but was repulsed with severe loss, and 
his attempt to reduce Thorfin to subjection was attended 
with the same disastrous consequences. ^ The double failure 
in Northumberland and Moray hastening the catastrophe of 
the youthful king, he was assassinated " in the Smith's bothy," 
near Elgin, not far from the scene of his latest battle, the 
Mormaor Macbeth being the undoubted author of his death.' 

Mr. Robertson adds in a note: — * Slain "a duce suo," writes 
Marianus. Tighemach adds immaturd tBtate, contrary to all 
modem ideas of Duncan. Marianus was bom in 1028, Tigher- 
nach was his senior ; their authority, therefore, at this period 
as contemporaries, is very great, BotJbgowanan means ." the 
Smith's bothy," and under this word may lurk some long- 
forgotten tradition of the real circumstances of Duncan's 
murder. The vision of a weary fugitive, a deserted king, 
rises before the mind's eye, recalling " Beaton's Mill" and the 
fate of James the Third.' 

Our references to other plays of Shakespeare are made to 
the Globe Edition, except in the case of the Notes to The 
Merchant of Venice and Richard H., separately edited for the 
present series. 

W. G. G. 
W. A. W. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON^e. 



DUNCAN, king of Scotland. 
M;*^COLM. T his sons. 
DONALBAIN. J 

^ANOUo"' I &eo*''*ls of the king's army. 

Macduff, 

Lennox, 

Ross, 

Menteith, 

Angus, 

Caithness, 

Fleance. son to Banquo. 

SiWARD, Earl of Northumberland, general 

of the English forces. 
Young Si WARD, his son. ^ 
SEYTON, an officer attendmg on Macbeth. 
Boy, son to Macdufil 



> noblemen oi Scotland. 



An English Doctor. 
A Scotch Doctor. 
A Soldier. 
A Porter. 
An Old Man. 

Lady Macbeth. 
Lady Macduff. 
Gentlewoman attending on Lady Macbeth. 

Hecate. 
Three Witches. 
Apparitions. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Officers, Soldiers, Mur- 
derers, Attendants, and Messengers. 

Scene: Scotland: England, 



ACT I. 

Scene I. A desert place. 
Ihunder and Hghtning, Enter three Witches. 

Ftrjt Witch. When shall we three meet again 
In thunder, lightning, or in rain? 

Second Witch. When the hurlyburly's done, 
When the battle's lost and won. 

Third Witch. That will be ere the set of sun. 

First mtch. Where the place ? 

Second mtch. Upon the heath. 

Third mtch. There to meet with Macbeth. 

First mtch. I come, Graymalkin! 

Second Witch. Paddock calls. 

Third Witch. Anon* 

B 



10 



a MACBETH. 

AIL Fair is foul, and foul is fair: 
Hover through the fog and filthy air. [ExeunU 



Scene II. A camp near Forres. 

Alarum within. Enter DuNCAN, MALCOLM, DONALBAIN, 
Lennox, with Attendants, meeting a bleeding Sergeant. 

Duncan. What bloody man is that? He can report, 
As seemeth by his plight, of the revolt 
The newest state. 

Malcolm, This is the sergeant 

Who like a good and hardy soldier fought 
'Gainst my captivity. Hail, brave friend ! 
Say to the king the knowledge of the broil 
As thou didst leave it. v 

Sergeant. Doubtful it stood ; 

As two spent swimmers, that do cling together 
And choke their art. The merciless Macdonwald — 
Worthy to be a rebel, for to that lo 

The multiplying villanies of nature 
Do swarm upon him — from the western isles 
Of kerns and gallowglasses is supplied; 
And fortune, on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Show'd like a rebel's whore : but all 's too weak : 
For brave Macbeth — well he deserves that name — 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandished steel, 
Which smoked with bloody execution. 
Like valour's minion carved out his passage 
Till he faced the slave; 20 

Which ne'er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unseam'd him from the nave to the chaps, 
And fix'd his head upon our battlements. 

Duncan. O valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 
Sergeant. As whence the sun 'gins his reflection 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders breaks 



ACT I. SCENE II. 3 

So from that spring whence comfort seem'd to come 

Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark: 

No sooner justice had with valour arm'd » 

Gompell'd these skipping kerns to trust their heels^ 30 

But the Norweyan lord, surveying vantage, 

With fiirbish'd arms and new supplies of men 

Began a fresh assault, 

Duncan. Dismay'd not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo? 

Sergeant, Yes ; 

As sparrows eagles, or the hare the lion. 
If I say sooth, I must report they were 
As cannons overcharged with double cracks, so they 
Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe: 
Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds. 
Or memorize another Golgotha, 40 

I cannot tell — 
But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Duncan. So well thy words become thee as thy wounds ; 
They smack of honour both. Go get him surgeons. 

[Exit Sergeant, attended. 
Who comes here? 



Enter Ross. 

Malcolm. The worthy thane of Ross. 

Lennox. What a haste looks through his eyes! So 
should he look 
That seems to speak things strange. 

Ross. God save the king I 

Duncan. Whence camest thou, worthy thane ? 

Ross. From Fife, great king; 

Where the Norweyan banners flout the sky 
And fan our people cold. Norway himself^, 50 

With terrible numbers, 
Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 

B 2 
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The thane of Cawdor, began a dismal conflict; 
Till that Bellona's bridegroom, lapp*d in proof. 
Confronted him with self-comparisons, 
Point against point rebellious, arm 'gainst arm, 
Curbing his lavish spirit: and, to conclude, 
The victory fell on us. 

Duncan, Great happiness! 

Ross, That now 

Sweno, the Norways' king, craves composition; 
Nor would we deign him burial of his men do 

Till he disbursed at Saint Colme's Inch 
Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

Duncan, No more that thane of Cawdor shall deceive 
Our bosom interest : go pronounce his present death. 
And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Ross, rU see it done. 

Duncan, What he hath lost noble Macbeth hath won. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene III. ji heath near Forres, 

launder. Enter the three Witches. 

First Witch, Where hast thou been, sister? 

Second Witch, Killing swine. i 

^ird Witch, Sister, where thou? 

First Witch, A sailor's wife had chestnuts in her lap. 
And munch'd, and munch'd, and munch'd. *Give me,* 

quoth I : 
'Aroint thee, witch T the rump-fed ronyon cries. i 

Her husband's to Aleppo gone, master o' the Tiger: ' 

But in a sieve I'll thither sail. 
And, like a rat without a tail, 
I'll do, I'll do, and I'll do. lo | 

Second Witch, I'll give thee a wind. 1 

First Witch, Thou'rt kind. I 

*Ibird Witch, And I another. 
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First Witch. I myself have all the other, 
And the very ports they blow, 
All the quarters that they know 
r the shipman's card. 
I will drain him dry as hay: 
Sleep shall neither night nor day 

Hang upon his pent-house lid; , ao 

He shall live a man forbid: 
Weary se'nnights nine times nine 
Shall he dwindle, peak and pine : 
Though his bark cannot be lost, 
Yet it shall be tempest-tost. 
Look what I have. 

Second Witch. Show me, show me. 

First Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb, 
Wreck*d as homeward he did come. [Drum nvithia. 

Third Witch. A drum, a drum! 30 

Macbeth doth come. 

^//. The weird sisters, hand in hand, 
Posters of the sea and land, 
Thus do go about, about: 
Thrice to thine and thrice to mine 
And thrice again, to make up nine. 
Peace ! the charm *s wound up. 

Enter Macbeth and Banquo. 

Macbeth. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 

Banquo. How far is't calPd to Forres ? What are these 
So withered and so wild in their attire, ' 40 

That look not like the inhabitants o' the earth, 
And yet are on't ? Live you ? or are you aught 
That man may question ? You seem to understand me, 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her skinny lips: you should be women, 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
Tiiat you are so. 
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Macbeth, Speak, if you can : what are you ? 

First W, All haU, Macbeth ! hail to thee, thane of Glamis ! 

Sec. W, All hail, Macbeth I hail to thee, thane of Cawdor ! 

^hird W. All hail, Macbeth, that shalt be king hereafter I 

Banquo. Good sir, why do you start, and seem to fear 
Things that do sound so fair? V the name of truth, 52 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed 
"Which outwardly ye show? My noble partner 
You greet with present grace and great prediction 
Of noble having and of royal hope, 
That he seems rapt withal: to me you speak not. 
If you can look into the seeds of time, 
And say which grain will grow and which will not. 
Speak then to me, who neither beg nor fear 60 

Your favours nor your hate. 

First Witch. Hail I 

Second Witch. Hail ! 

Third Witch. Hail ! 

First Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater. 

Second Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

Third Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none : 
So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! 

First Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all hail! 

Macbeth. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me more : 70 
By SineFs death I know I am thane of Glamis; 
But how of Cawdor? the thane of Cawdor lives, 
A prosperous gentleman; and to be king 
Stands not within the prospect of belief. 
No more than to be Cawdor. Say from whence 
You owe this strange intelligence? or why 
Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
"With such prophetic greeting ? Speak, I charge you. 

[Witches 'vanish, 

Banquo, The earth hath bubbles as the water has, 
And these are of them. Whither are they vanish'd ? 80 
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Macbeth, Into the air ; and what seem'd corporal melted 
As breath into the wind. Would they had stay'd! 

Banquo, Were such things here as we do speak about? 
Or have we eaten on the insane root 
That takes the reason prisoner? 

Macbeth. Your children shall be kings. 

Banquo, You shall be king. 

Macbeth, And thane of Cawdor too : went it not so ? 

Banquo, To the selfsame tune and words. Who's here? 

Enter Ross and ANGUS. 

Ross, The king hath happily received, Macbeth, 
The news of thy success ; and when he reads 90 

Thy personal venture in the rebels' fight, 
His wonders and his praises do contend 
Which should be thine or his: silenced with that, 
In viewing o'er the rest o' the selfsame day, 
He finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make. 
Strange images of death. As thick as hail 
Game post with post; and every one did bear 
Thy praises in his kingdom's great defence. 
And pour'd them down before him, 

Angus, We are sent. 100 

To give thee from our royal master thanks; 
Only to herald thee into his sight, 
Not pay thee. 

Ross, And for an earnest of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor: 
In which addition, hail, most worthy thane ! 
For it is thine. 

Banquo, What, can the devil speak true? 

Macbeth, The thane of Cawdor lives : why do you dress me 
In borrow'd robes? 

Angus^ Who was the thane lives yet. 

But under heavy judgement bears that life no 

Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was combined 



8 MACBETH. 

Witii those of Norway, or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage, or that with both 
He laboured in his country's wreck, I know not; 
But treasons capital, confess*d and proved. 
Have overthrown him. 

Macbeth, [Jside\ Glamis, and thane of Cawdor! 

The greatest is behind. [To Ross and Angus^ Thanks for 

your pains. 
[To Banquo,] Do you not hope your children shall be kings. 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me 
Promised no less to them? 

Banquo. That trusted home 120 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 
Besides the thane of Cawdor. But 'tis strange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm. 
The instruments of darkness tell us truths. 
Win us with honest trifles, to betray 's 
In deepest consequence. 
Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Macbeth, [Asidel Two truths are told. 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme. — I thank you, gentlemen. 
[Aside] This, supernatural soliciting 130 

Cannot be ill, cannot be good : if ill, 
Why hath it given me earnest of success. 
Commencing in a truth? I am thane of Cawdor: 
If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair 
And make my seated heart knock at my ribs. 
Against the use of nature ? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings: 
My thought, whose murder yet is but fantastical, 
Shakes so my single state of man that function 140 

Is smothered in surmise, and nothing is 
But what is not. 

Banquo, Look how our partner's rapt. 

Macbeth. [Aside] If chance will have me king, why, chance 
Without my stin [may crown me, 
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Banquo. New honours come upon him, 

Like our strange garments, cleave not to their mould 
But with the aid of use. 

Macbeth. [^jide] Come what come may, 

Time and the hour runs through the roughest day. 

Banquo, Worthy Macbeth, we stay upon your leisure. 

Macbeth. Give me your favour : my dull brain was wrought 
With things forgotten. Kind gentlemen, your pains 150 
Are registered where every day I turn 
The leaf to read them. Let us toward the king. 
Think upon what hath chanced, and at more time, 
The interim having weigh'd it, let us speak 
Our free hearts each to other. 

Banquo. Very gladly. 

Macbeth. Till then, enough. Come, friends, [Exeunt. 



Scene IV. Forres. 'The palace. 

Flourish. Enter DUNCAN, MALCOLM, DONALBAIN, LENNOX, 

and Attendants. 

Duncan. Is execution done on Cawdor? Are not 
Those in conunission yet return'd? 

Malcolm. ' My liege, 

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die : who did report 
That very frankly he confess'd his treasons, 
Implored your highness' pardon and set forth 
A deep repentance: nothing in his life 
Became him like the leaving it; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death 
To thrpw away the dearest thing he owed 10 

As 'twere a careless trifle. 

Duncan. There's no art 

To find the mind's construction in the face: 
He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. 
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Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Ross, and Angus. 

O worthiest cousin ! 
The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me : thou art so far before 
That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deserved, 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment 
Might have been mine ! only I have left to say, 20 

More is thy due than more than all can pay. 

Macbeth, The service and the loyalty I owe, 
In doing it, pays itself. Your highness' part 
Is to receive our duties: and our duties 
Are to your throne and state children and servants; 
Which do but what they should, by doing every thing 
Safe toward your love and honour. 

Duncan, Welcome hither: 

I have begxm to plant thee, and will labour 
To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo, 
That hast no less deserved, nor must be known 30 

No less to have done so: let me infold thee 
And hold thee to my heart. 

Banquo, There if I grow. 

The harvest is your own. 

Duncan, My plenteous joys, , 

Wanton in fulness, seek to hide themselves 
In drops of sorrow. Sons, kinsmen, thanes, 
And you whose places are the nearest, know 
We will establish our estate upon 
Our eldest, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter 
The Prince of Cumberland: which honour must 
Not unaccompanied invest him only, 40 

But signs of nobleness, like stars, shall shine 
On all deservers. From hence to Inverness, 
And bind us further to you. 

Macbeth, The rest is labour, which is not used for you : 
rU be myself the harbinger and make joyful 
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The hearing of my wife with your approach ; 
So humbly take my leave. 

Duncan. My worthy Cawdor! - 

Macbeth. [Aside] The Prince of Gimaberland ! that is a step 
On which I must fall down, or else o'erleap, 
For in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires; 50 

Let not light see my black and deep desires : 
The eye wink at the hand ; yet let that be 
Which the eye fears, when it is done, to see. [Exit. 

Duncan. True, worthy Banquo ; he is full so valiant. 
And in his commendations I am fed; 
It is a banquet to me. Let's after him. 
Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome : 
It is a peerless kinsman, [Flourish. Exeunt. 



Scene V. Inverness. Macbeth^s castle. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, reading a letter. 

Lady Macbeth. 'They met me in the day of success: 
and I have learned by the perfectest report, they have more 
in them than mortal knowledge. When I burned in desire to 
question them further, they made themselves air, into which 
they vanished. Whiles I stood rapt in the wonder of it, 
came missives from the king, who all-hailed me "Thane of 
Cawdor" ; by which title, before, these weird sisters saluted 
me, and referred me to the coming on of time, with "Hail, 
king that shalt be !'* This have I thought good to deliver 
thee, my dearest partner of greatness, that thou mightst not 
lose the dues of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatness 
is promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell.' 

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor, and shalt be 13 

What thou art promised : yet do I fear thy nature ; 

It is too full o' the milk of human kindness 

To catch the nearest way: thou wouldst be great; 

Art not without ambition, but without 

The illness should attend it: what thou wouldst highly, . 
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That wouldst thou holily; wouldst not play false, 

And yet wouldst wrongly win : thou*ldst have, great Glamis, 

That which cries *Thus thou must do, if thou have it'; 

And that which rather thou dost fear to do 2 a 

Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither, 

That I may pour my spirits in thine ear; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 

All that impedes thee from the golden round 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 

To have thee crown*d withal. 

Enter a Messenger. 

What is your tidings? 

Messenger. The king comes here to-night. 

Lady Macbeth, Thou'rt mad to say it: 

Is not thy master with him ? who, were't so, 30 

Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Messenger. So please you, it is true : our thane is coming : 
One of my fellows had the speed of him. 
Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than would make up his message. 

Lady Macbeth. Give him tending; 

He brings great news. {Exit Messenger. 

The raven himself is hoarse 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. Gome, you spirits 
That tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here. 
And fill me from the crown to the toe top-full 40 

Of direst cruelty! make thick my blood; 
Stop up the access and passage to remorse. 
That no compunctious visitings of nature 
Shake my fell purpose, nor keep peace between 
The effect and it ! Come to my woman's breasts, 
And take my milk for gall, you murdering ministers. 
Wherever in your sightless substances 
You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell, 
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That my keen knife see not the wound it makes,. 50 

Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 
To cry 'Hold, hold!' 

Enter Macbeth. 

Great Glamis ! worthy Cawdor I 
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter! 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The futui^e in the instant. 

Macbeth, My dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

Lady Macbeth, And when goes hence ? 

Macbeth, To-morrow, as he purposes. 

Lady Macbeth, . O, never 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 

Your face, my thane, is as a book where men 60 

May read strange matters. To beguile the time. 
Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye. 
Your hand, your tongue: look like the innocent flower, 
But be the serpent under *t. He that's coming 
Must be provided for; and you shall put 
This night's great business into my dispatch; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Macbeth, We will speak further. 

Lady Macbeth, Only look up clear ; 

To alter favour ever is to fear: 70 

Leave all the rest to me. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. Before Macbeth' s castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter DUNCAN, MALCOLM, DONALBAIN,, 
Banquo, Lennox, Macduff, Ross, Angus, and Attend- 
ants. 

Duncan, This castle hath a pleasant seat ; the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 



14 MACBETH. 

Banquo. This guest of summer. 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve 
By his loved mansionry that the heaven's breath 
Smells wooingly here : no jutty, frieze, 
Buttress, nor coign of vantage, but this bird 
Hath made his pendent bed and procreant cradle: 
Where they most breed and haunt, I have observed 
The air is delicate. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Dufuan, See, see, our honour'd hostess! lo 

The love that follows us sometime is our trouble. 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you 
How you shall bid God 'ild us for your pains 
And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady Macbeth, All our service 

In every point twice done and then done double 
Were poor and single business to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : for those of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 
We rest your hermits. 

Duncan. Where's the thane of Cawdor? 

We coursed him at the heels, and had a purpose 21 

To be his purveyor : but he rides well ; 
And his great love, sharp as his spur, hath holp him 
To his home before us. Fair and noble hostess, 
We are your guest to-night. 

Lady Macbeth. Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in compt. 
To make their audit at your highness* pleasure, 
Still to return your own. 

Duncan, Give me your hand; 

Conduct me to mine host: we love him highly. 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 30 

By your leave, hostess. \Exeunt, 
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Scene VII. Macbetb's castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter a Sewer, and divers Servants 
eivith dishes and service^ and pass over the stage, Then 
enter MACBETH. 

Macbeth, If it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well 
It were done quickly : if the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch 
With his surcease success; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here. 
But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, 
We 'Id jump the life to come. But in these cases 
We still have judgement here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which being taught return 
To plague the inventor : this even-handed justice lo 

Commends the ingredients of our poison'd chalice 
To our own lips. He 's here in double trust ; 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 
Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door. 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels trumpet-tongued against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off ; 20 

And pity, like a naked new-bom babe. 
Striding the blast, or heaven's cherubim, horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air. 
Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 
That tears shall drown the wind. I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself 
And falls on the other. 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

How now! what news? 
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Lady Macbeth. He has almost supp'd : why have you left 
the chamber? 

Macbeth, Hath he ask*d for me? 

Lady Macbeth, Know you not he has? 30 

Macbeth. We will proceed no further in this business: 
He hath honoured me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 
Which would be worn now in their newest gloss. 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady Macbeth. Was the hope drunk 

Wherein you dress'd yourself ? hath it slept since ? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour 40 

As thou art in desire? Wouldst thou have that 
Which thou esteem'st the ornament of life. 
And live a coward in thine own esteem, 
Letting *I dare not' wait upon 'I would,* 
Like the poor cat i' the adage ? 

Macbeth. Prithee, peace : 

I dare do all that may become a man ; 
Who dares do more is none. 

Lady Macbeth. What beast «ras't then 

That made you break this enterprise to me? 
When you durst do it, then you were a man; 
And, to be more than what you were, you would 50 

Be so much more the man. Nor time nor place 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me: 
I would, while it was smiling in my face, 
Have pluck'd my nipple from his boneless gums 
And dash'd the brains out, had I so sworn as you 
Have done to this. 



ACT II. SCENE I. 17 

^. Macbeth. If we should fail? 

Lady Macbeth. We fail J 

But screw your courage to the sticking-place, 60 

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is asleep — 
Whereto the rather shall his day's hard journey 
Soundly invite him — ^his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassail so convince 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt ot reason 
A limbec only: when in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Dimcan? what not put upon 70 

His spongy officers, who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell? 

Macbeth. Bring forth men-children only; 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be received, 
When we have mark'd with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber and used their very daggers. 
That they have done't? 

Lady Macbeth, Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? 

Macbeth, I am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 80 

Away, and mock the time with fairest show: 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

Scene I. Court of Macbeth^s castle. 

Enter Banquo, and Fleance bearing a torch before him, 

Banquo, How goes the night, boy? 

Fleance, The moon is down ; I have not heard the clock. 
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Banquo. And she goes down at twelve. 

Fieance, I takef't, 'tis later, sir^ 

Banq, Hold, take my sword. There 's husbandry in heaven; 
Their candles are all out. Take thee that too. 
A heavy summons lies like lead upon me, 
And yet I would not sleep: merciful powers, 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature 
Gives way to in repose ! 

Enter MACBETH, and a Servant <ivith a torch. 

Give me my sword. 
Who's there? lo 

Macbeth. A friend. 

Banquo. What, sir, not yet at rest? The king's a-bed: 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and 
Sent forth great largess to your offices. 
This diamond he greets your wife withal. 
By the name of most kind hostess; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Macbeth. Being unprepared. 

Our will became the servant to defect; 
Which else should free have wrought. 

Banquo. All's well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 20 

To you they have show*d some truth. 

Macbeth. I think not of them : 

Yet, when we can entreat an hour to serve. 
We would spend it in some words upon that business, 
If you would grant the time. 

Banquo. At your kind'st leisure. 

Macbeth. If you shall cleave to my consent, when 'tis, 
It shall make honour for you. 

Banquo, So I lose none 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep 
My bosom franchised and allegiance clear, 
I shall be counsell'd. 
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Macbeth, Good repose the while ! 

Banquo, Thanks, -sir: the like to you! 50 

[Ej^eunt Banquo and Fleance, 

Macbeth. Go bid thy mistress, when my drink is ready, 

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. [Exit Servant. 

Is this a dagger which I see before me. 

The handle toward my hand? Come^ let me clutch thee. 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 

To feeling as to sight? or art thou but 

A dagger of the mind, a false creation. 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 40 

As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshall'st me the way that I was going; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o' the other senses, 

Ot else ^urorth all the rest: I see thee stfll; 

And on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood. 

Which was not so before. There's no such thing: 

It is the bloody busine^ which informs 

Thus to mine eyes. Now o'er the one half-world 

Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 50 

The curtain'd sleep; witchcraft celebrates 

Pale Hecate's offerings, and wither'd murder, 

Alarum'd by his sentinel the wolf, 

Whose howl's his watch, thus with his stealthy pace. 

With Tarquin's ravishing strides, towards his design 

.Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and firm-set earth. 

Hear not my steps, which way they walk, for fear 

Thy very stones prate of my whereabout. 

And take the present horror from the time. 

Which now suits with it. Whiles I threat he lives: 60 

Words to the heat of deeds too cool- breath, gives. 

\_A bell rings, 
I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That -summons thee to heaven or to hell. ' [Es^it, 

c 3 
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Scene II. ^e same^ 

Enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macbeth. That which hath made them drunk hath 

made me bold; 
What hath quench'd them hath given me fire. Hark ! Peace I 
It was the owl that shriek'd, the fatal bellman, 
Which gives the stem'st good-night. He is about it: 
The doors are open, and the surfeited grooms 
Do mock their charge with snores: I have drugg'd their 

possetsi 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die, 

Macbeth, [mthin,] Who 's there ? what, ho ! 

Lady Macbeth, Alack, I am afraid they have awaked. 
And 'tis not done. The attempt and not the deed lo 
Confounds us. Hark! I laid their daggers ready; 
He could not miss 'em. Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept, I had done't. 

Enter MACBETH. 

My husband! 
Macb. I have done the deed. Didst thou not hear a noise? 
Lady M, I heard the owl scream and the crickets cry. 
Did not you speak? 

Macbeth. When ? 

Lady Macbeth, Now. 

Macbeth. As J descended? 

Lady Macbeth. Ay. 

Macbeth. Hark ! 
Who lies i' the second chamber? 

Lady Macbeth. Donalbain. 

Macbeth. This is a sorry sight. [Looking on his hands, 20 

Lady Macbeth^ A foolish thought^ to say a sorry sight. 
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Macbeth. There's one did laugh in's sleep, and one cried 
'Murder!' 
That they did wake each other : I stood and heard them : 
But they did say their prayers, and address'd them 
Again to sleep. 

Lcidy Macbeth, There are two lodged together. 

Macbeth, One cried *God bless us !' and 'Amen' the other; 
As they had seen me with these hangman's hands: 
Listenihg their fear, I could not say 'Amen,' 
When they did say ' God bless us ! ' 

Lady Macbeth, Consider it not so deeply. 30 

Macbeth, But wherefore could not I pronounce ^Amen'? 
I had most need of blessing, and 'Amen' 
Stuck in my thrpat. 

Lady Macbeth, These deeds must not be thought 

After these ways ; so, it will make us mad. 

Macb, Methought I heard a voice cry 'Sleep no more! \ 
Macbeth doth murder sleep,' the innocent sleep, I 

Sleep that knits up the ravell'd sleave of care, 
The death of each day's life, sore labour's bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great natiu*e's second course, 
Chief nourisher in life's feast, — 

Lady Macbeth, What do you mean? 40 

Macbeth, Still it cried 'Sleep no more!' to all the house: 
/Glamis hath murder'd sleep, and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more; Macbeth shall sleep no more.' 

Lady M, Who was it that thus cried ? Why, worthy thane. 
You do unbend your noble strength, to think 
So brainsickly of things. Go get some water. 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. 
Why did you bring these daggers from the place? 
They must lie there : go carry them, and smear 
The sleepy grooms with blood. 

Macbeth, I'll go no more: 50 

I am afraid to think what I have done; 
Look on't again I dare not. 
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Lady Macbeth^ . • * Jnfirm of purpose ! 
Give me the daggers : the sleeping and the dead 
Are but as pictures : 'tis ihe eye of childhood 
That fears a painted devij. If he do bleed, 
rU gild the faces of the grooms withal; 
For it must seem their gviilt. \Exit, Knocking ivitMn. 

Macbeth, Whence is that knocking? 

How is*t with me, when every noise appals me? 
What hands are here? ha! they pluck out mine eyes. 
Will all great Neptune's ocean wash this blood 60 

Clean from my hand? No; this my h?ind will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnadine. 
Making the green one red. 

Reenter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady Macbeth, My hands are of your colour ; but I shame 
To wear a heart so white. [Knocking <witbin,] I hear a knocking 
At the south entry: retire we to our chamber: 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How easy is it, then ! Your constancy 
Hath left you unattended. [Knocking <witbin,] Hark! more 

knocking. 
Get on your nightgown, lest occasion call us 70 

And show us to be watchers. Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macbetbp To know my deed, 'twere best not know myself. 

[Knocking fivithin. 
Wake Duncan with thy knocking ! I would thou coulcist ! 

[Exeunt„ 

Scene HI. ^he same. 

Knocking tufithin. Enter a Porter, 

Porter„ Here 's a knocking indeed ! If a man were porter 
of hell-gate^ he should have old turning the key. [Knocking 
within,"] Knock, knock, knock I Who's there, i' the name 
of Beelzebub? Here's a farmer, that hanged himself on tlie 
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expectation of plenty: come in time; have napkins enow 
about you; here you'll sweat for't. [Knocking twitbrn,"] 
Knock, knock! Who's there, in the other devil's name? 
Faith, here's an equivocator, that could swear in both the 
scales against either scale ; who committed treason enough 
for God's sake, yet could not equivocate to heaven: O 
come in, equivocator. [Knocking within.] Knock, knock, 
knock! Who's there? Faith, here's an English tailor 
come hither, for stealing out of a French hose : come in, 
tailor; here you may roast your goose. [Knocking witbtn.} 
Knock, knock ; never at quiet ! What are you ? But this 
place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter it no further: 
I bad thought to have let in some of all professions, that 
go the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire. [Knocking 
within.] Anon, anon! I pray you, remember the porter. 

[Opens the gate. 

Enter Macduff and LENNOX. 

Macduff. Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed. 
That you do lie so late? 21 

Porter. Faith, sir, we were carousing till the second cock. 

Macduff. Is thy master stirring? 

Enter MACBETH. 

Our knocking has awaked him; here he comes. 
Lennox. Good morrow, noble sir. 

Macbeth. Good morrow, both. 

Macduff. Is the king stirring, worthy thane? 
Macbeth. Not yet. 

Macduff. He did command me to call timely on him: 
I have almost slipp'd the hour. 

Macbeth. I'll bring you to him. 

Macduff. I know this is a joyful trouble to you ; 
But yet 'tis one. 30 
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Macbeth, The labour we delight in physics pain. 
This is the door. 

Macdtff. rn make so bold to call. 

For 'tis my limited Service. [Exit. 

Lennox, Goes the king hence to-day ? 

Macbeth, He does: he did appoint so. 

Lennox, The night has been unruly; where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down, and, as they say, 
Lamentings heard i* the air, strange screams of death, 
And prophesying with accents terrible 
Of dire combustion and confused events ' 

New hatch'd t6 the woeful time: the obscure bird 40 

Clamour'd the livelong night: some say, the earth 
Was feverous and did shake. 

Macbeth, *Twas a rough night. 

Lennox, My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macduff, O horror, horror, horror! Tongue. nor heart 
Cannot conceive nor name thee! 

f ^^^"'^- 1 What 's the matter ? 

Lennox, J 

Macduff, Confusion now hath made his masterpiece! 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope 
The Lord's anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o' the building. 

Macbeth, What is't you say? the life? 50 

Lennox, Mean you his majesty? 

Macduff, Approach the chamber, and destroy your sight 
With a new Gorgon : do not bid me speak ; 
See, and then speak yourselves. [Exeunt Macbeth and Lennox, 

Awake, awake ! 
Ring the alarum-bell. Murder and treason ! 
Banquo and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 
Shake off this downy sleep, death's counterfeit. 
And look on death itself! up, up, and see 
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The great doom's image ! Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

As from your graves rise up, and walk like sprites, 60 

To countenance this horror. Ring the belL . [Bell rings. 

* 

Enter Lady Macbeth* 

Loiiy Macbeth, What *s the business, 
That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 
The sleepers of the house ? speak, speak I 

Macduff'. O gentle lady, 

'Tis not for you to hear what I can speak : 
The repetition, in a woman's ear, 
Would murder as it fell. 

Enter Banquo. 

O Banquo, Banquo! 
Our royal master 's murder'd. 

Lady Macbeth, Woe, alas! 

What, in our house? 

Banquo, Too cruel any where. 

Dear Duff, I prithee, contradict thyself, 70 

And say it is not so. 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lennox. 

Macbeth, Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
1 had lived a blessed time; for from this instant 
There's nothing serious in mortality: 
All is but toys: renown and grace is dead; 
The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

Enter MALCOLM and DONALBAIN. 

Donalbain, What is amiss? 

Macbeth. You are, and do not know't: 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopped; the very source of it is stopp'd. 80 
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Macduff, your royal father's murder'd. 

Malcolm. O, by whom? 

Lennox. Those of^his chamber, as it seem'd, had done't : 
Their hands and faces were all badged with blood; 
So were their daggers, which unwiped we found 
Upon their pillows: 

They stared, and were distracted; no man's life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macbeth. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 
That I did kill them. 

Macduff. Wherefore did you so? 

Macbeth. Who can be wise, amazed, temperate and furious, 
Loyal and neutral, in a moment? No man: 91 

The expedition of my violent love 
Outrun the pauser reason. Here lay Duncan^ 
His silver skin laced with his golden blood, 
And his gash'd stabs look'd like a breach in nature 
For ruin's wasteful entrance: there, the murderers, 
Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech'd with gore: who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage to make's love known? 

Lady Macbeth. Help me hence, ho! 100 

Macduff. Look to the lady. 

Malcolm. \Aside to Don.] Why do we hold our tongues. 
That most may claim this argument for ours? 

Don. [Aside to MaL] What should be spoken here, where 
our fate 
Hid in an auger-hole, may rush, and seize us? 
Let's away; 
Our tears are not yet brew'd. 

Malcolm. [Aside to Don,] Nor our strong sorrow 
Upon the foot of motion. 

Banquo. Look to the lady: 

[Lady Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 
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That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 

And question this most bloody piece of work, iip 

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us: 

In the great hand of God I stand, and thence 

Against the undivulged pretence I fight 

Of treasonous malice. 

Macduff • And so do I. 

All. ' So all. 

Macbeth, Let's briefly put on manly readiness. 
And meet i' the hall together. 

ML Well contented. 

[Exeunt all but Malcolm and Donalbain^ 

Malcolm, What will you do ? Let's not consort with them: 
To show an unfelt sorrow is an office 
Which the false man does easy. Til to England. 

Donalbain, To Ireland, I; our separated fortune 120 
Shall keep us both the safer: where we are, 
There 's daggers in men's smiles : the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. 

Malcolm, This murderous shaft that's shot 

Hath not yet lighted, and Qur safest way 
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse; 
And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 
But shift away : there 's warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself when there's no mercy left. [Exeunt^ 



Scene IV. Outside Macbetb's castle. 

Enter Ross and an old Man. 

Old Man. Threescore and ten I can remember well: 
Within the volume of which time I have seen 
Hours dreadful and things strange ; but this sore night 
Hath trifled former knowings. 

Ross, Ah, good father. 

Thou seest, the heavens, as troubled with man's act 
Threaten his bloody stage: by the clock 'tis day, 
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And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp: 
Is't night's predominance, or the day's shame, 
That darkness does the face of earth entomb. 
When living light should kiss it? 

Old Man, , 'Tis unnatural, lo 

Even like the deed that's done. On Tuesday last, 
A falcon, towering in her pride of place. 
Was by a mousing owl hawk'd at and kill'd. 

Rojs. And Duncan's horses^a thing most strange and 
certain — 
Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 
Tum'd wild in nature, broke their stalls, flung out, 
Contending 'gainst obedience, as they would make 
War with mankind. 

Old Man. 'Tis said they eat each other. 

Ross. They did so, to the amazement of mine eyes 
That look'd upon't. 

Enter Macduff. 

Here comes the good Macduff. 20 
How goes the world, sir, now? 

Macduff. Why, see you not? 

Ross. Is't known who did this more than bloody deed? 

Macduff. Those that Macbeth hath slain. 

Ross^ Alas, the day! 

What good could they pretend? 

Macduff. They were subom'd: 

Malcolm and Donalbain, the king's two sons, 
Are stol'n away and fled, which puts upon them 
Suspicion of the deed. 

Ross. 'Gainst nature still: 

Thriftless ambition, that wilt ravin up 
Thine own life's means ! Then 'tis most like 
The sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth. 30 

Macdtff. He is already named, and gone to Scone 
To be invested. 
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Ross. Where is Duncan's body? 

Macduff. Carried to Colme-kill, 
The sacred storehouse of his predecessors 
And guardian of their bones. 

Ross. Will you to Scone? 

Macduff. No, cousin, I'll to Fife. 

Ross. Well, I wiU thither. 

Macduff. Well, may you see things well done there : adieu ! 
Lest our old robes sit easier than our new I 

Ross. Farewell, father. 39 

Old Man, God's benison go with you, and with those 
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes ! 

{Exeunt. 

ACT III. 

Scene I. Forres. Ihe palace. 

Enter Banquo, 

Banquo. Thou hast it now : king, Cawdor, Glamis, all, 
As the weird women promised, and, I fear. 
Thou play'dst most foully for't: yet it was said 
It should not stand in thy posterity, 
But that myself should be the root and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them— 
As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine — 
WTiy, by the verities on thee made good, 
May they not be my oracles as well 
And set me up in hope ? But hush \ no more. xo 

Sennet sounded. Enter MACBETH, as king ; Lady MACBETH, 
as queen ; LENNOX, Ross, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. 

Macbeth.^ JHex^^s our chief guest. 

Lady Macbeth. If he had been forgotten^ 

It had been as a gap in our great feast, 
And all-thing unbecoming. 
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Macbeth, To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir. 
And 1*11 request your presence. 

Banquo, Let your highness 

Command upon me; to the which my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Macbeth. Ride you this afternoon? 

Banquo, Ay, my good lord. 19 

Macbeth, We should have else desired your good advice, 
Which still hath been both grave and prosperous, 
In this day's council ; but we '11 take to-morrow. 
Is't far you ride? 

Banquo, As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
*Twixt this and supper: go not my horse the better, 
I must become a borrower of the night 
For a dark hour or twain. 

Macbeth. Fail n6t our feast. 

Banquo, My lord, I will not. 

Macbeth, We hear our bloody cousins are bestow'd 
In England and in Ireland, not confessing 30 

Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention i but of that to-morrow. 
When therewithal we shall have cause of state 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : adieu, 
Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you? 

Banquo, Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon 's. 

Macbeth, I wish your horses swift and sure of foot ; 
And so I do commend you to their backs. 
Farewell. [Exit Banquo. 

Let every man be master of his time 40 

Till seven at night: to make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with you ! 

[Exeunt all but Macbeth and an jittendant. 
Sirrah, a word with you : attend those men 
Our pleasure? 
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Attaidant, They are, my lord, without the palace gate. 
Macbeth, Bring them before us. {Exit Attendant. 

To be thus is nothing; 
But to be safely thus. Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; . and in his royalty of nature 
Reigns that which Would be fear*d : 'tis much he dares, 50 
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 
He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none but he 
Whose being I do fear: and under him 
My Genius is rebuked, as it is said 
Mark Antony's was by Caesar, He chid the sisters, 
When first they put the name of king upon me. 
And bade them speak to him : then prophet-like 
They hail'd him father to a line of kings: 
Upon my head they placed a fruitless crown, 60 

And put a barren sceptre in my gripe, 
Thence to be wrench'd with an unlineal hand. 
No son of mine succeeding. I ft be so. 
For Banquo's issue have I filed my mind; 
For them the gracious Duncan have I murder'd ; 
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man, 
To make them kings, the seed of Banquo kings : 
Rather than so,. come, fate, into the list, 70 

And champion me to the utterance ! Who *s there ? 

Rf-enter Attendant, with tivo Murderers. 

Now go to the door, and stay there till we call. 

[Exit Attendant. 
Was it not yesterday we spoke together? 

First Murderer. It was, so please your highness. 

Macbeth. Well then, now 

Have you considered of my speeches? Know 
That it was he in the times past \^hich held you 
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So under fortune, which you thought had been 

Our innocent self: this I made good to you 

In our last conference, pass'd in probation with you, 79 

How you were borne in hand, how cross'd, the instruments, 

Who wrought with them, and all things else that might 

To half a soul and to a notion crazed 

Say 'Thus did Banquo/ 

First Murderer, You made it known to us. 

Macbeth. I did so, and went further, which is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature 
That you can let this go? Are you so gospell'd 
To pray for this good man and for his issue, 
"Whose heavy hand hath bow'd you to the grave 
And beggar'd yours for ever? 

First Murderer. We are men, my liege. 90 

Macbeth. Kjy in the catalogue ye go for men; 
As hoimds and greyhounds, mongrels, spaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs and demi-wolves, are clept 
All by the name of dogs: the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 
The housekeeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him closed, whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 

That writes them all alike : and so of men. 100 

Now if you have a station in the file. 
Not i* the worst rank of manhood, say't; 
And I will put that business in your bosoms, 
Whose execution takes your enemy off. 
Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 
Who wear our health but sickly in his life, 
Which in his death were perfect. 

Second Murderer. I am one, my liege. 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incensed that I am reckless what 
I do to spite the world. 
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^ Ttrst Murderer. And I another xi6 

60 weary with disaster^, tugg'd with fortune, 
That I would set my life on any chance, 
To mend it or be rid on't. 

Macbeth. Both of you 

Know Banquo was your enemy. 

Both Murderers. True, my lord. 

Macbeth. So is he mine, and in such bloody distance 
That every minute of his being thrusts 
Against my near'st of life : and though 1 could 
With barefaced power sweep him from my sight 
And bid my will avouch it, yet I must not, 
For certain friends that are both his and mine, X20 

Whose loves I may not drop, but wail his fall 
Who I myself struck down: and thence it is. 
That I to your .assistance do make love. 
Masking the business from the common eye 
For sundry weighty reasons. 

Second Murderer. We shall, my lord, 

Perform what you command us. 

<FtrH Murderer. Though our lives— 

Macbeth. Your spirits shine through you. Within this hour 
at most 
I will advise you where to plant yourselves, 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o' the time. 
The moment on't; for't must be done to-night, 130 

And something from the palace; always thought 
That I require a clearness: and with him — 
To leave no rubs nor botches in the work — 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company. 
Whose absence is no less material to me 

» 

Than is his father's, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart : 
m come to you anon. 

Both Murderers. We are resolved, my lord. 

Macbeth. 1*11 call Vipon you • straight : abide within. 

[Exeunt Murderers* 
D 
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It is concluded ; Banquo, thy soul's flight, 140 

If it find heayen, must find it out to-night. [ExiU 



Scene II. The palace. 

Enter Lady Macbeth and a Servant. 

Lady Macbeth, Is Banquo gone from court? 

Servant. Ay, madam, but returns again to-night. 

Lady Macbeth. Say to tlie king, I would attend his leisure 
For a few words. 

Servant, Madam, I will. [Exit. 

Lady Macbeth, Nought's had, all's spent^ 

Where our desire is got without content: 
'Tis safer to be that which we destroy 
Than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy. 

Enter Macbeth. 

How now, my lord ! why do you keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making ; 

Using those thoughts which should indeed have died . 10 

With them they think on? Things without all remedy 

Should be without regard : what 's done is done. 

Macbeth, We have scotch'd the snake, not kill'd it : 
She'll close and be herself, whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 
But let the frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer. 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams 
That shake us nightly; better be with the dead. 
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace, 20 

Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstasy. Duncan is in his grave; 
After life's fitful fever he sleeps well ; 
Treason has done his worst : nor steel, nor poison, 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 
Can touch him further. 
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Lady Macbeth, Come on; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o'er your rugged looks; 
Be bright and jovial among yom* guests to-night. 

Macbeth^ So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be you: 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo ; 3Q 

Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue: 
Unsafe the while, that we 

Must lave our honours in these flattering streams^ 
And make our faces visards to our hearts, 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady Macbeth. You must leave this. 

Macbeth, O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know'st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 

Lady Macbeth, But in them nature's copy's not eteme. 

Macbeth. There 's comfort yet ; they are assailable ; 
Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown 40 

His cloister^ flight, ere to black Hecate's summons 
The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hums 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady Macbeth, What's to be done? 

Macbeth, Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 1 
Till thou applaud the deed. Gome, seeling night, 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day. 
And with thy bloody and invisible hand 
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 
Which keeps me pale! Light thickens, and the crow 50 
Makes wing to the rooky wood: 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 
Whiles night's black agents to their preys do rouse. 
Thou marvell'st at my words: but hold thee still: 
Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill. 
So, prithee, go with me. [Exeunt, 
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Scene III. A par A near the palace. 

Enter three Murderers. 

». ; First Murd, But who did bid thee join with us ? 

Third Murderer* Macbeth. 

Sec, Murd. He needs not our mistrust, since he delivers 
Our offices and what we have to do 
To the direction just. 

First Murderer. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day : 
NoVr spurs the lated traveller apace 
To gain. the timely inn, and near approaches 
The subject of our watch. 

Third Murderer. Hark ! I hear horses. 

Bdnquo, IfFithin.J Give us a light there, ho! 

Second Murderer. Then 'tis he: the rest 

That are within the note of expectation 16 

Already are i*. the court. 

First Murderer. His horses go about. 

^ird Murderer. Almost a mile : but he does usually, 
So all men do, from hence to the palace gate 
Make it their walk. 

Second Murderer. A light, a light ! 

Enter Banql^O, and Fleance twith a torch. 

Third Murderer. *Tis he. 

First Murderer. Stand to 't. 
Banquo, It will be rain to night. 

First Murderer. Let it come down. 

[^hey set upon Banquo. 
Banquo, 0, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly! 
Thou mayst revenge. O slave! [Dies, Fleance escapes. 

Third Murderer. Who did strike out the light? 

First Murderer. Was't not the way? 
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- TMrd Murd* There's but one down; the son is fled. 

Second Murderer. We have lost 

Best half of our affair. 21 

First Murd. Well, let 's away, and say how much is done. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Hall in the palace. 

A banquet prepared. Enter MACBETH, Lady Macbeth, 
Ross, Lennox, Lords, and Attendants. 

Macbeth. You know your own degrees ; sit down : at first 
And last the hearty welcome. 

Lords. Thanks to your majesty, 

Macbeth. Ourself will mingle with society 
And play the humble host. 
Our hostess keeps her state, but in best time 
We will require her welcome. 

Lady Macbeth. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our friends; 
For my heart speaks they are welcome. 

First Murderer appears at the door. 

Macbeth. See, they encounter thee with their hearts' thanks. 
Both sides are even: here I'll sit i* the midst: 10 

Be large in mirth; anon we'll drink a measure 
The table round. [Approaching the door.] There *s blood upon 
thy face. 

Murderer. 'Tis Banquo's then. 
Macbeth. 'Tis better thee without than he within. 
Is he dispatch'd ? 

Murderer. My lord, his throat is cut ; that 1 did for him. 

Macb. Thou art the best o* the cut-throats : yet he 's good 
That did the like for Fleance : if thou didst it. 
Thou art the nonpareil. 

Murderer. Most royal sir, 

Fleance is 'scaped. ao 
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Macbeth, [Aslde^l Then comes my fit again : I had else been 
Whole as the marble, founded as the rock, [perfect, 

As broad and general as the casing air: 
But now I am cabin'd, cribb*d, confined, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. — But Banquo 's safe ? 

Murderer. Ay, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head. 
The least a death to nature. 

Macbeth, Thanks for that. 

[Asidcl There the grown serpent lies ; the worm that 's fled 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 30 

No "teeth for the present. — Get thee gone : to-morrow 
We'll hear ourselves again. [Exit Murderer m 

Lady Macbeth, My royal lord. 

You do not give the cheer; the feast is sold 
That is not often vouchM, while *tis a-making, 
'Tis given with welcome: to feed were best at home; 
From thence the sauce to meat is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

Macbeth. Sweet remembrancer! 

Now good digestion wait on appetite. 
And health on both ! 

Lennox, May't please your highness sit. 

\^he Ghost of Banquo enters ^ and sits in Macbeth' s place. 

Macbeth, Here had we now our country's honour roof d, 
Were the graced person of our Banquo present ; 4 1 

Who may I rather challenge for unkindness 
Than pity for mischance ! 

Ross. His absence, sir, 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please *t your highness 
To grace us with your royal company. 

Macbeth. The table's full. 

Lennox, Here is a place reserved, sir. 

Macbeth, Where ? 

Lennox, Here, my good lord. What is't that moves your 
f highness? 



ACT III. sasNE IV. 39 

MachetL Which of you have done this? 

Lords. What, my good lord? 

Macbeth, Thou canst not say I did it : never shake 50 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Ross* Gentlemen, rise: his highness is not well. 

Lady Macbeth. Sit, vtrorthy friends: my lord is often thus, 
And hath been from his youth: pray you, keep seat; 
The fit is momentary; upon a thought 
He will again be weU : if much you note him, 
You shall offend him and extend his passion: 
Feed, and regard him not. Apr^ you a man? 

Macbeth, Kjy and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Which might appal the devil. 

Lady Macbeth, O proper stuff! 60 

This is the very painting of your fear : 
This is the air-drawn dagger which, you said, 
Led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts, 
Impostors to true fear, would well become 
A woman's story at a winter's fire. 
Authorized by her grandam. Shame itself! 
Why do you make such faces? When all's done, 
You look but on a stool. 

• Macb, Prithee, see there! behold! look! lo! how say you? 

Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too. 

If charnel-houses and our graves must send 71 

Those that we bury back, our monuments 

Shall be the maws of kites. [Ghost 'vanishes. 

Lady Macbeth. What, quite unmann'd in folly? 

Macbeth. If I stand here, I saw him. 

Lady Macbeth, Fie, for shame! 

Macbeth, Blood hath been shed ere now, i' the olden time. 
Ere humane statute purged the gentle weal; 
Ay, and since too, murders have been perform'd 
Too terrible for the ear: the time has been. 
That, when the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end; but now they rise again, 8a 
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With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And push us from our stools : this is more strange 
Than such a murder is. ^ 

Lady Macbeth, My worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you, . 
. Macbeth, I do forget* 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends; 
I have a strange infirmity, which is nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health to all;. 
Then PU sit down. Give me some wine, fill full, 
I drink to the general joy o' the whole table, 
And to our, dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 9a 

Would he were here ! to all and him we thirsty 
And all to all. 

Lords ^ Our duties, and the. pledge. 

Re-enter Ghost, 
Macb, Ayaunt ! and quit my sight I let the earth hide thee B 
Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; 
Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with. 

Lady Macbeth^ Think of this, good peers,. 

But as a thing of custom : 'tis np other ; 
Only it spoils the pleasure of the time* 

Macbeth, What man dare, I dare: 
Approach thou like the rugged Russian bear, io<> 

The arm'd rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger; 
Take any shape but that, and my firm ^e^ves 
Shall never tremble: or be alive again, 
And dare me to the desert with thy sword; 
If trembling I inhabit then, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow ! 
Unreal mockery, hence ! [Ghost vanishes,, 

Why, so: being gone, 
I am a man again. Pray you, sit still. 

Lady Macbeth, You have displaced the mirth, broke the 
good meeting. 
With most admired disorder. 
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Macbeth, Can siich things be, no 

And overcome us like a summer's cloud, 
Without our special wonder? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 
When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks. 
When mine is blancVd with fear. 

Rqss, What sights, my lord? 

Lady M, I pray you, speak not; he grows worse and worse; 
Question enrages him. At once, good night : 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
But go at once. 

Lennox. Good night; and better health 120 

Attend his majesty! 

Lady Macbeth, A kind good night to all ! 

\Exetint all but Macbeth and Lady Macbeth. 

Macbeth. It will have blood : they say blood will have blood; 
atones have been known to move and trees to speak;, 
Augures and understood relations have 
By maggot-pies and choughs and rooks brought forth 
The secret'st man of blood. What is the night ? 

Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which is which. 

Macbeth. How say'st thou, that Macduff denies his person 
At our great bidding? 

Lady Macbeth. Did you send to him, sir? 

Macbeth. I hear it by the way, but I will send: 130 
There 's not a one of them but in his house 
I keep a servant fee'd. I will to-morrow. 
And betimes I will, to the weird sisters : 
More shall they speak, for now I am bent to know. 
By the worst means, the worst. For mine own good 
All causes shall give way: I am in blood 
Stepp'd in so far that, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o'er : 
Strange things I have in head that will to hand, 
Which must be acted ^re they may be scann'd. X40 
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Lady Maehetb. You lack the season of all natures, sleep. 

Macbeth, Come, we '11 to sleep. My strange and self-abuse 
Is the initiate fear that wants hard use : 
We are yet but young in deed. [Exeunt, 

Scene V. A heath. 

thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate* 

First Witch, Why, how now, Hecate ! you look angerly, 

Hecate* Have I not reason, beldams as you are, 
Saucy and overbold? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Macbeth 
In riddles and affairs of death ; 
And I, the mistress of your charms, 
The close contriver of all harms, 
Was never call'd to bear my part^ 
Or show the glory of our art ? 

And, which is worse, all you have done zq 

Hath been but for a wayward son, 
Spiteful and wrathful; who, as others do. 
Loves for his own ends, not for you. 
But make amends now: get you gone. 
And at the pit of Acheron 
Meet me i' the morning: thither he 
Will come to know his destiny: 
Your vessels and your spells provide. 
Your charms and every thing beside. 
I am for the air ; this night I '11 spend 90 

Unto a dismal and a fatal end: 
Great business must be wrought ere noon: 
Upon the comer of the moon » 
There hangs a vaporous drop profound; 
I *11 catch it ere it come to ground : 
And that, distiU'd by magic sleights. 
Shall raise such artificial sprites 
As by the. strength of their illusion 
'Shall draw. him on to his confusion: 
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He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 30 

His hopes 'bove wisdom, grace and fear: 
And you all know security 
Is mortals* chiefest enemy. 

[Music and a song *witbm: * Come away, come away/ &c. 

Hark! I am call'd; my little spirit, see, 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. [Exit. 

First Witch. Come, let's make haste; she '11 soon be back 

again. [Exeunt, 



Scene VI. Forres. Ihe palace. 
Enter LENNOX and another Lord. 

Lennox. My former speeches have but hit your thoughts, 
Which can interpret farther: only I say 
Things have been strangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pitied of Macbeth : marry, he was dead : 
And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late, 
Whom, you may say, if *t please you, Fleance kill'd. 
For Fleance fled: men must not walk too late. 
Who cannot want the thought, how monstrous 
It was for Malcolm and for Donalbain 
To kill their gracious father? damned fact! 10 

How it did grieve Macbeth! did he not straight 
In pious rage the two delinquents tear. 
That were the slaves of drink and thralls of sleep ? 
Was not that nobly done? Ay, and wisely too; 
For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive 
To hear the men deny't. So that, I say, 
He has borne all things well: and I do think 
That had he Duncan's sons under his key — 
As, an't please heaven, he shall not — they should find 
What 'twere to kill a father; so should Fleance. 20 

But, peace ! for from broad words and 'cause he fail'd 
His presence at the tyrant's feast, I hear 
Macduff lives in disgrace : sir, can you tell 
Where he bestows himself? 
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Lord, The son of Duncan, 

From whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
Lives in the English court, and is received 
Of the most pious Edward with, such grace 
That the malevolence of fortune nothing 
Takes from his high respect: thither Macduff 
Is gone to pray the holy king, upon his aid 30 

To wake Northumberland and warlike Siward; 
That by help of these, with Him above 
To ratify the work, we may again 
Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights, 
Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives. 
Do faithful homage and receive free honours; 
All which we pine for now: and this report 
Hath so exasperate the king that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 

Lennox. Sent he to Macduff? 

Lord, He did: and with an absolute *Sir, not I,' ^o 
The cloudy messenger turns me his back. 
And hums, as who should say 'You'll rue the time 
That clogs me with this answer.* 

Lennox, And that well might 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy angel 
Fly to the court of England and imfold 
His message ere he come, that a swift blessing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a hand accursed ! 

Lord, ril send my prayers with him. 

[Exeunt,^ 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. ^ canfem. In the middle y d boiling cauldron. 

^bunder. Enter the three Witches. 

First Witch, Thrice the brinded cat hath mew'd. 

Second Witch. Thrice and once the hedge-pig whined. 

Third Witch. Harpier cries **Tis time, *tis time.* 

First Witch. Round about the cauldron go ; 
In the poison'd entrails throw. 
Toad, that under cold stone 
Days and nights has thirty one 
Swelter'd venom sleeping got, 
Soil thou first i' the charmed pot. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; lo 

Fire bum and cauldron bubble. 

Second Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake. 
In the cauldron boil and bake ; 
Eye of newt and toe of frog, 
Wool of bat and tongue of dog. 
Adder's fork and blind- worm's sting, 
Lizard's leg and howlet's wing, 
For a charm of powerful trouble. 
Like a hell-broth boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 20 

Fire bum and cauldron bubble. 

Third Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, 
Witches' mummy, maw and gulf 
Of the ravin'd salt-sea shark, 
Root of hemlock digg'd i' the dark, 
Liver of blaspheming Jew, 
Gall of goat, and slips of yew 
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipse, ' 
Nose of Turk and Tartar's lips, 

Finger of birth-strangled babe ' 3^ 

Ditch-deliver'd by a- drab. 
Make the gruel thick and slab: 
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Add thereto a tiger's chaudron, 
For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

JIIL Double, double toil and trouble; 
Fire bum and cauldron bubble. 

Second Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood, 
Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate to the other three Witches. 
Hecate, O, well done ! I commend your pains ; 
And every one shall share i' the gains: 40 

And now about the cauldron sing. 
Like elves and fairies in a ring, 
Enchanting all that you put in. 

[Music and a song: * Black spirits,' &c. Hecate retires. 

Second Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs, 
Something wicked this way comes. 
Open, locks, 
Whoever knocks! 

Enter MACBETH. 
Macbeth. How now, you secret, black, and midnight hags ! 
What is't you do? 

jill. A deed without a name. 

Macbeth. I conjure you, by that which you profess, 50 
Howe'er you come to know it, answer me : 
Though you untie the winds and let them fight 
Against the churches; though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up; 
Though bladed corn be lodged and trees blown down; 
Though castles topple on their warders' heads; 
Though palaces and pyraiiiids do slope 
Their heads to their foundations ; though the treasure 
Of nature's germens tumble all together. 
Even till destruction sicken; answer me 60 

To what I ask you. 

First Wttch. Speak. 

Second Witch, Demand. 

2ZrW mtch, We '11 answer. 
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First W. Say, If thou'dst rather hear it from our mouthfi^ 
Or from our masters? 

Macbeth, Call 'em; let me see 'em. 

First Witch, Pour in sow's blood, that hath eaten 
Her nine farrow; grease that's sweaten 
From the murderer's gibbet throw 
Into the flame. 

All, Come, high or low.; 

Thyself and office deftly diow ! 

thunder. First Apparition: an armed Head, 
Macbeth, Tell me, thou unknown power, — 

Ftrst Witch. He knows thy thought: 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 70 

First App, Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! beware Macduff; 
Beware the thane of Fife. Dismiss me : enough. [Descends. 

Macbeth. What^'er thou art, for thy good caution thanks ; 
Thou hast harp'd my fear aright: but one word more, — 

First Witch. He will not be commanded : here 's another, 
More potent than the first. 

Thunder, Second Apparition : a bloody Child, 

Second Apparition, Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! 

Macbeth. Had I three ears, I 'Id hear thee. 

Second App. Be bloody, bold, and resolute ; laugh to scorn 
The power of man, for none of woman bom 
Shall hani} Macbeth. {Descends. 

Macbeth. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of thee? 
But yet ril make assurance double sure. 
And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not Uve ; 
That I may tell pale-hearted fear it lies. 
And sleep in spite of thunder. 

Thunder^ Third Apparition : a Child crowned, with a tree 

in his hand. 

What is thiS) 
That rises like the issue of a king. 
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And wears upon his baby-brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ? 

^ jilL Listen, l)ut speak not to 't. 

Third App, Be lioil-mettled, proud, and take no care 
Who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquish*d be until 9t 

Great Birnam wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. {Descends, 

Macbeth, That will never be : 

Who can impress the forest, bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root ? Sweet bodements ! good ! 
Rebellion's head, rise never, till the wood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-placed Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time and mortal custom. Yet my heart loo 

Throbs to know one thing : tell me, if your art 
Can tell so much : shall Banquo's issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom? 

AIL . Seek to know no more. 

Macbeth. I will be satisfied : deny me this, . — 

And an eternal curse fall on youl Let me know. 

Why sinks that cauldron? and what noise is this? 

. ;^ [Hautboys, 

First Witch, Show! 

^^econi Witch, Show! 

. Third Witch, Show ! 

AIL Show his eyes, and grieve his heart; ' no 

Come like shadows, so depart ! 

^ show of dight Kings, the last tivith a glass in his hand; 

Banquo^s Ghost foUotiving, 

< • 

Macbeth, Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo ; down ! 
Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls. And thy hJiir, 
Thou other gold-bound brow, is like the first. 
A third is like the former. Filthy hags! 
Why do you show me this? A fourth! Start, eyes! ^ - 
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What, will the line stretch out to the crack of doom? 
Another yet ! A seventh ! I *11 see no more : 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass 
Which shows me many more; and some I see 120 

"That two-fold balls and treble sceptres carry: 
Horrible sight! Now I see 'tis true; 
For the blood-bolter'd Banquo smiles upon me, 
And points at them for his. [Apparitions vanish. 

What, is this so? 

First Witch, Ay, sir, all this is so: but why 
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly? 
Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprites, 
An<i show the best of our delights: 
I'll charm the air to give a sound. 

While you perform your antic round, 130 

That this great king may kindly say, 
Our duties did his welcome pay. 

[Mtific, The Witches dance^ and then 'vanish^ <iuith Hecate^ 

Macbeth. Where are they ? Gone ? Let this pernicious hour 
Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! 
Come in, without there! 

Enter LENNOX. 

Lennox, What's your grace^s will? 

Macbeth, Saw you the weird sisters? 

Lennox, No my lord. 

Macbeth, Came they not by you? 

Lennox, No indeed, my lord. 

Macbeth, Infected be the air whereon they ride; 
And damn'd all those that trust them ! I did hear 
The galloping of horse: who was't came by? 140 

Lennox, 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word 
Macduff is fled to England. 

Macbeth, Fled to England ! 

Lennox. Ay, my good lord. 
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Macbeth, [Asideil Time, thou atiticipatest my dr^ad Exploits : 
The flighty purpose never is o*ertook 
Unless the deed go with it: from this moment 
The very firstlings of my heart shall be 
The firstlings of my hand. And even now, 
To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done : 
The castle of Macduflf I will surprise; 150- 

Seize Upon Fife; give to the edge o* the sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace him in his line. No boasting like a fool ; 
This deed I '11 do before this purpose cool. 
But no more sights !— Where are these gentlemen ? 
Gome, bring me where they are. [^Exeunt.. 



Scene II. Fife. Macduff's castle. 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and RosS. 

Lady Macduff. What had he done, to make him fly the land? 

Ross. You must have patience, madam. 

Lady Macduff. He had nonet 

His flight was madness: when our actions do not. 
Our fears dc|^ake us traitors. 

Ross, You know not 

Whether it was his wisdom or his fear. 

Lady Macduff. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave his babes^ 
His mansion and his titles in a place 
From whence himself does fly? He loves us not; 
He wants the natural touch: for the poor wren. 
The most diminutive of birds, will fight, ro 

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 
All is the fear and nothing is the love; 
As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Ross. My dearest coz, 

I pray you, school yourself: but for your husband. 
He is noble, wise, judicious, and best knows- - 
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The fits o' the season. I dare not speak much further; 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors 
And do not know ourselves; when we hold rumour 
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear, 30 

But float upon a wild and violent sea 
Each way and move. I take my leave of you : 
Shall not be long but TU be here again: 
Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before. My pretty cousin, 
'Blessing upon you I 

Lady Macduff. Fathered he is, and yet he 's fatherless.- 

'Ross, I am so much a fool, should I stay longer, 
It would be my disgrace and your discomfort : 
I take my leave at once. \Extt. 

Lady Macduff, Sirrah, your father 's dead : 30 

And what will you do now? How will you live? 
Son, As birds do, mother. 

Lady Macduff, What, with worms and flies? 

Son, "With what I get, I mean; and so do they. 

Lady M, Poor bird ! thou *ldst never fear the net nor lime, 
The pitfall nor the gin. 

Son, Why should I, mother? Poor birc^they are not 
set for. ^ 

My father is not dead, for aU your saying. 

Lady M, Yes, he is dead : how wilt thou do for a father? 
Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband? 
Lady Macduff, Why, I can buy me twenty at any market. 
Son, Then you'll buy 'em to sell again. 41 

Lady M, Thou speak'st with all thy wit, and yet, i' faith, 
With wit enough for thee. 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother? 

Lady Macduff, Ay, that he was. 

Son, What is a traitor? 

Lady Macduff, Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son, And be all traitors that do so? 

E a 
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Lady Macduff. Every one that does so is a traitor, and 
must be hanged. 5^ 

Son. And must they all be hanged that swear and lie ? 

Lady Macduff, Every one. 

Son. Who must hang them? 

Lady Macduff, Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools, for there 
are liars and swearers enow to beat the honest men and 
hang up them. 

La^ Macduff. Now, God help thee, poor monkey ! But 
how wilt thou do for a father? 59 

Son, If he were dead, you 'Id weep for him: if you 
would not, it were a good sign that I should quickly have 
a new father. 

Lady Macduff. Poor prattler, how thou talk'st! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Messenger. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you known, 
Though in your state of honour I ani perfect. 
I doubt some danger does approach you nearly: 
If you will take a homely man's advice, 
Be not foun<Wiere; hence, with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks I am too savage; 
To do worse to you were fell cruelty, 70 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve you! 
I dare abide no longer, . \Extt. 

. Lady Macduff. Whither should I fly? 

I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world, where to do harm 
Is often laudable, to do good sometime 
Accounted dangerous folly : why then, alas. 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 
To say I have done no harm? 

Enter Murderers. 

What are these facesl 



> 
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First. Murderer. Where is your husband? 

Lady Macduff. I hope, in no place so unsanctified 80 
Where such as thou mayst find him» 

First Murderer. He's a traitor. 

Son. Thou liest, thou shag-hair'd villain! 

First Murderer. What, you %%%\ 

\Stahbing bim. 
Young fry of treachery ! 

Son. He has kill'd me, mother: 

Run away, I pray you! \pies. 

\Exit Lady Macduff^ crying * Murder I' 
Exeunt Murderers^ foUofwing her. 



Scene HI. England. Before the King's palace. 
Enter MALCOLM and Macduff. 

Malcolm. Let us seek out some desolate ^hade, and there 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. 

Macduff. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword, and like good men 
Bestride our down-fall*n birthdom: each new mom 
New widows howl, new orphans cry, new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland and yell'd out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

- Malcolm. What I belieye, I'll wail, 

What know, believe; and what I can redress. 

As I shall find the time to friend, I will. 10 

What you have spoke, it may be so perchance. 

This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues. 

Was once thought honest: you have loved him well; 

He hath not touch'd you yet. I am young ; but something 

You may deserve of him through me, and wisdom 

To offer up a weak poor innocent lamb 

To appease an angry god. 

Macduff. I am not treacherous. 
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Malcolm. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature may recoil 
In an imperial charge.. But I shall crave your pardon; 20 
That which you are my thoughts cannot transpose: 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell : 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of grace, 
Yet grace must still look so. 

Macduff, I have lost my hopes. 

Malcolm. Perchance even there where I did find my doubts. 
Why in that rawness left you wife and child, 
Those precious motives, those strong knots of love, 
Without leave-taking? I pray you, 
Let not my jealousies be your dishonours, 
But mine own safeties. You may be rightly just, 30 

Whatever I shall think. 

Macduff. Bleed, bleed, poor country! 

Great tyranny I lay thou thy basis sure. 
For goodness dare not check thee : wear thou thy wrongs ; 
The title is afFeer'd. Fare thee well, lord: 
I would not be the villain that thou think'st 
For the whole space that's in the tyrant's grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 

Malcolm. Be not offended: 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 
I think our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 
It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gash 40 

Is added to her wounds: I think withal 
There would be hands uplifted in my right ; 
And here from gracious England have I offer 
Of goodly thousands: but for all this. 
When I shall tread upon the tyrant's head. 
Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before, 
More suffer and more sundry ways than ever. 
By him that shall succeed. 

Macduff. What should he be? 
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Malcolm, It is myself I mean : in whom I know 50 
All the particulars of vice so grafted 
That, when they shall be open*d, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow, and the poor st^ite 
Esteem him as a lamb, being compared 
With my ^onfineless harms. 

Macdtff, Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn'd 
In evils to top Macbeth. / 

Malcolm, I grant him bloody, ' 

Xruxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful. 
Sudden, malicious, smacking of every sin 
That has a name : but there 's no bottom, none, 60 

In my voluptuousness: your wives, your daughters. 
Your matrons and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of my lust, and my desire 
All continent impediments would o'erbear 
That did oppose my will: better Macbeth 
Than such an one to reign. 

Macduff, Boimdless intenipefance 

In nature is a tyranny; it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne 
And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours: you may 70 

Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty. 
And yet seem cold, the time you may so hoodwink: 
We have willing dames enough; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves. 
Finding it so inclined. 

Malcolm, With this there grows 

In my most ill-composed affection such 
A stanchless avarice that, were I king, 
I should cut off the nobles for their lands. 
Desire his jewels and this other's house : Zo 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To make me hunger more, that I should forge 
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Quarrels unjust against the good and loyal^ 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macdtiffl This avarice 

Sticks deeper, grows with more pernicious root 
Than summer-seeming lust, and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings: yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foisons to fill up your will, 
Of your mere own : all these are portable, 
With other graces weigh'd. , 90 

Malcolm, But I have none: the king-becoming graces, 
As justice, verity, temperance, stableness. 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness. 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no relish of them, but abound 
In the division of each several crime. 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the universal peace, confound 
All unity on earth. 

Macduff', O Scotland, Scotland ! 100 

Malcolm. If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 
I am as I have spoken. 

Macduff. Fit to govern! 

No, not to live. O nation miserable, 
With an untitled tyrant bloody-scepter'd. 
When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again. 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accursed. 
And does blaspheme his breed? Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king : the queen that bore thee, 
Oftener upon her knees than on her feet, no 

Died every day she lived. Fare thee well! 
These evils thoif repeat'st upon thyself 
Have banish'd me from Scotland. O my breast, 
Thy hope ends here I 

Malcolm. Macduff, this noble passion. 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
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Wiped the }>lack scruples, reconcUed my thoughts 

To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth 

By many of these trains hath sought to win me 

Into his power, and modest wisdom plucks me 

From over-credulous haste: but God above 120 

Deal between thee and me! for even now 

I put myself to thy direction, and 

Unspeak mine own detraction, here abjure 

The taints and blames I laid upon myself, 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet 

Unknown to woman, never was forsworn. 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own. 

At no time broke my faith, would not betray 

The devil to his fellow, and delight 

No less in truth than life: my first false speaking 130 

Was this upon myself: what I am truly, 

Is thine and my poor country's to command: 

Whither indeed, before thy here-approach. 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men. 

Already at a point, was setting forth. 

Now we '11 together ; and the chance of goodness . 

Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you silent? 

Macduff. Such welcome and unwelcome things at once 
'Tis hard to reconcile. 

Enter a Doctor. 

Malcolm. Well; more anon. Gomes the king forth, I 
pray you? 140 

Doctor. Ay, sir ; there are a crew of wretched souls 
That stay his cure: their malady convinces 
The great assay of art ; but at his touch. 
Such sanctity hath heaven given his hand. 
They presently amend. 

Malcolm. I thank you, doctor. [Exit Doctor. 

Macduff. What's the disease he means? 

Malcolm. 'Tis call'd the evil: 

A most miraculous work-in this good king; 
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Which often, since my here-remain in England, 

I have seen him do. How he solicits heaven. 

Himself best knows: but strangely-visited people, 150 

All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures, 

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks. 

Put on with Koly prayers: and 'tis spoken, 

To the succeeding royalty he leaves 

The healing benediction. With this strange virtue, 

He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy, 

And sundry blessings hang about his throne 

That speak him full of grace. 

Enter Ross, 

Macduff, See, who pomes here? 

Malcolm, My countryman ; but yet I know him not. 160 
Macduff, My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither, 

Malcolm, I know him now. Good God, betimes remove 
The means that makes us strangers ! 

Ross, Sir, amen. 

Macduff, Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Ross, Alas, poor country ! 

Almost afraid to knpw itself. It cannot 
Be caird our mother, but our grave; where nothing, 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile; 
Where sighs and groans and shrieks that rend the air 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstasy : the dead man's knell 170 

Is there scarce ask'd for who ; and good men's lives 
Expire before the flowers in their caps. 
Dying or ere they sicken. 

Macduff, O, relation 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 

Malcolm, What's the newest grief?. 

Ross, That of an hour's age doth hiss the speaker; 
Each minute teems a new one. 
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r 

Macduff. ' How does my wife f 

JRojs. Why, well. 

Macduff. And all my children ? 

-Rwj. Well too. 

Macduff. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ? 

Bjdss. No ; they were well at peace when I did leave 'em. 

Macduff. Be not a niggard of your speech : how goes 't ? 

Ross. When I came hither to transport the tidings, i8i 
Which I have heavily borne, there ran a ruinour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 
Which was to my belief witnessed the rather, 
For that I saw the tyrant's power a-foot: 
Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight. 
To doff their dire distresses. 

Malcolm. Be't their comfort 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward and ten thousand men; 190 

An older and a better soldier none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Ross. Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like! But I have words 
That would be howl'd out in the desert air. 
Where hearing should not latch them. 

Macduff. What concern they ? 

The general cause? or is it a fee-grief 
Due to some single breast? 

Ross. No mind that's honest 

But in it shares some woe; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macduff. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 200 

Ross. Let not your ears despise my tongue for ever. 
Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macduff^ Hum! I guess at it.. 
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Ross, Your castle is surprised; your wife and babes 
Savagely slaughter*d: to relate the manner, 
Were, on the quarry of these murder'd deer, 
To add the death of you. 

Malcolm, Merciful heaven! 

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows ; 
Give sorrow words: the grief that does not speak 
Whispers the o'er-fraught heart and bids it break. 210 

Macduff. My children too? 

Ross. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Macduff. And I must be from thence! 

My wife kill'd too ? 
Ross, I have said. 

Malcolm. Be comforted: 

Let's make us medicines of our great revenge. 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macduff. He has no children. All my pretty ones? 
Did you say all ? O hell-kite ! All ? 
What, all my pretty chickens and their dam 
At one fell swoop? 

Malcolm. Dispute it like a man. 

Macduff. I shall do so; 220 

But I must also feel it as a man: 
I cannot but remember such things were, 
That were most precious to me. Did heaven look on, 
And would not take their part? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee ! naught that I am. 
Not for .their own demerits, but for mine. 
Fell slaughter on their souls. Heaven rest them now! 

Malcolm. Be this the whetstone of your sword: let grief 
Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 

Macduff. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes, 230 
And braggart with my tongue! But, gentle heavens. 
Cut short all intermission ; front to front 
Bring thou, this fiend of Scotland and myself; 
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Within my sword's length set him; if he 'scape, 
Heaven forgive him too! 

Malcolm, This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king; our power is ready; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Receive what cheer you may : 
The night is long that never finds the day. 240 

[Exeunt, 

ACT V. 

Scene I. Dunsinane, Ante-room in the castle. 
Enter a Doctor of Physic and a Waiting-Gentlewoman. 

Doctor, I have two nights watched with you, but can 
perceive no truth in your report. When was it she last 
walked ? 

Gentletwoman, Since his majesty went into the field, I 
have seen her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon 
her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write 
upon't, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to bed; 
yet all this while in a most fast sleep. 8 

Doctor. A great perturbation in nature, to receive at 
once the benefit of sleep and do the effects of watching I 
In this slm^abery agitation, besides her walking and other 
actual performances, what, at any time, have you heard 
her say? 

Gentlewoman, That, sir, which I will not report after 
her. 

Doctor, You may to me, and 'tis most meet you should. 

Gentleivoman, Neither to you nor any one, having no 
witness to confirm my speech. 

Enter Lady Macbeth, witJi? a taper, 

Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; and, 
upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand close. 20 
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Doctor. .How came she "by that light? 
Gentlewoman. Why, it stood by her: she has light by 
her continually; 'tis her command. 

Doctor. You see, her eyes are open. 
Gentle<ivoman. Ay, but their sense is shut. 

Doctor. What is it she does now? Look, how she rubs 
her hands, 

Gentlefwoman. It is an accustomed action with her, to 
seem thus washing her hands: I have known her continue 
in this a quarter of an hour. 30 

Lady Macbeth. Yet here's a spot. 

Doctor. Hark ! she speaks : J will set down what comes 
from her, to satisfy my remembrance the more strongly. 

Lady Macheth. Out, damned spot ! out, I say ! — One : 
two: why, theft 'tis time to do^t.-*-Hell is murky! — Fie, 
my lord, fiel a soldier, and afeard? What need we fea* 
who knows it, when none can call our power to account ? — 
Yet who would have thought the old man to have had so 
much blood in him? 

Doctor. Do you mark that? 40 

Lady Macbeth. The thane of Fife had a wife : where is 
she now ? — What, will these hands ne'er be clean ? — ^No 
more o' that, my lord, no more o' that: you mar all with 
this starting. 

Doctor. Go to, go to ; you have known -what you should 
not. 

Gentlewoman. She has spoke what she should not, I am 
sure of that : heaven knows what she has known. 

Lady Macbeth. Here's the smell of the blood still: all 

the perfumes of Arabia will not sweeten this little hand. 

Oh, oh, oh! 51 

Doctor. What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely 

charged. > 

Gentlewoman. I would not have such a heart in my 
bosom for the dignity of the whole body* 

Doctor. Well, well, well, — 
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Genttewotnafu Pray God it be, sir. 

Doctor. This disease is beyond my practice: yet I have 
known those which have walked in their sleep who have 
died holily in their beds. 60 

Lady Macbeth. Wash yoUr hands, put on your nightgown ; 
look not so pale. — I tell you yet again, Banquo's buried; 
he cannot come out on*s grave. 

Doctor. Even so? 

Lady Macbeth. To bed, to bed! there's knocking at the 
gate : come, come, come, come, give me your hand. What 's 
done cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed! [Exit., 

Doctor. Will she go now to bed? 

Gentle<tvoman. Directly. 

Doctor. Foul whisperings are abroad : unnatural deeds 
Do breed unnatural troubles: infected minds 71 

^o their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets: 
More needs she the divine than the physician. 
God, God forgive tis all! Look after her; 
Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 
And still keep eyes upon her. So, good night: 
My mind she has mated, and amazed my sight. 
I think, but dare not speak. 

Gentlewoman. Good night, good doctor. 

\Exeunf, 

Scene II. The country near Dunsinane. 

Drums and colours. Enter Menteith, Caithness, Angus„ 

Lennox, and Soldiers. 

Menteith. The English power is near, led on by Malcolm, 
His uncle Siward and the good Macduff: 
Revenges burn in them; for their dear causes 
Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm 
Excite the mortified man. 

Angus. Near Birnam wood 

Shall we well meet them : that way are they coming. 
Caithness* Who knows if Donalbain be with his brother ?!. 
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Lennox. For certain, sir, he is not: I have a file 
Of all the gentry: there is Siward*s son, 
And many imrough youths, that even now 10^ 

Protest their first of manhood. 

Menteiib. What does the tyrant? 

Caithness, Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies: 
Some say he's mad ; others that lesser hate him 
Do call it valiant fury: but, for certain. 
He cannot buckle his distempered cause 
Within thje belt of rule. 

Ang;us,. Now does he feel 

His secret murders sticking, on his hands; 
Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach; 
Those he commands move only in command. 
Nothing in love: now does he feel his title 20 

Hang loose about him^ like a giant's robe 
Upon a dwarfish thief. 

Menteitb. Who then shall blame 

His pester'd senses to recoil and start, 
When all that is within him does condemn 
Itself for being there? 

Caithness. Well, march we on. 

To give obedience where 'tis truly owed: 
Meet we the medicine of the sickly weal. 
And with him pour we in our country's purge 
Each drop of us. 

Lennox. Or so much as it needs. 

To dew the sovereign flower and drown the weeds. 30 
Make we our march towards Birnam. [Exeunt^ marching. 

Scene III. Dunsinane, A room ^in the castle. 

Enter MACBETH, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Macbeth. JBring me no more reports; let them fly all: 
Till Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane, 
I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm? 
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Was he not borli of woman ? The spirits that know 

All mortal consequences have pronounded me thus: 

'Fear not, Macbeth; no man that's bom of woman 

Shall e'er have power upon thee.' Then fly, false thanes, 

And mingle with the English epicures: 

The mind I sway by and the heart I bear 

Shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear. 10 

Enter a Servant. 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon ! 
Where got'st thou that goose look ? 

Servant. There is ten thousand — 

Macbeth, Geese, villain? 

Servant. Soldiers, sir. 

Macbeth, Go prick thy face, and over-red thy fear. 
Thou lily-liver'd boy. What soldiers, patch? 
Death of thy soul ! those Imen cheeks of thine 
Are counsellors to fear. What soldiers, whey-face ? 

Servant. The English force, so please you. 

Macbeth. Take thy face hence. [Exit Servant. 

Seyton !— I am sick at heart. 
When I behold— Seyton, I say ! — This push 20 

Will cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 
I have lived long enough : my way of life 
Is fall'n into the sear, the yellow leaf; 
And that which should accompany old age. 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I must not look to have; but, in their stead. 
Curses, not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath, 
WTiich the poor heart would fain deny, and dare not. 
Seyton ! 

Enter Seyton. 

Seyton. What 's your gracious pleasure ? 
Macbeth, What news more ? 30 

Seyton, All is confirm'd, my lord, which was reported. 
Macbeth, I '11 fight till from my bones my flesh be hack'd. 
Give me my armour. ' 

F 
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Seyton. 'Tis.not needed yet. 

Macbeth, I '11 put it on. 
Send out moe horses; skirr the country round; 
Hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine armour. 
How does your patient, doctor? 

Doctor. Not so sick, my lord^ 

As she is troubled with thick-coming fancies, 
That keep her from her rest. 

Macbeth. Cure her of that. 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased, ^ 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow. 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain. 
And with some sweet oblivious antidote 
Cleanse the stufFd bosom of that perilous stuff 
Which weighs upon the heart? 

Doctor. Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Macbeth. Throw physic to the dogs, I '11 none of it. 
Come, put mine armour on; give me my staff. 
Seyton, send out. Doctor, the thanes fly from me. 
Come, sir, dispatch. If thou couldst, doctor, cast 50 

The water of my land, find her disease. 
And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 
I would applaud thee to the very echo. 
That should applaud again. PuU't off, I say. 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 
Would scour these English hence? Hear'st thou of them? 

Doctor. Ay, my good lord; your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Macbeth. Bring it after me. 

I will not be afraid of death and bane 
Till Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. 60 

Doctor. [ Aside. "l Were I from Dunsinane away and clear. 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. [Exeunt. 
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Scene IV. Country near Bimam <ivood. 

Drum and colours. Enter MALCOLM, old SlWARD and his 
Son, Macduff, Menteith, Caithness, Angus, Lennox, 
• Ross, and Soldiers, marching, 

Malcolm, Cousins, I hope the days are near at hand 
That chambers will be safe. 
Menteith, We doubt it nothing. 

Siward, What wood is this before us? 
Menteith, The wood of Birnam. 

Malcolm, Let every soldier hew him down a bough 
And bear't before him: thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Soldiers, It shall be done. 

Si<ivard, We learn no other but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before 't. 

Malcolm, 'Tis his main hope: lo 

For where there is advantage to be given, 
Both more and less have given him the revolt, 
And none ^rve with him but constrained things 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macduff, Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put we on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siward, The time approaches 

That will with due decision make us know 
What we shall say we have and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate. 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate: 20 

Towards which advance the war. [Exeunt^ marchings 
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Scene V. Dunsinane* Within the castU. 

Enter MACBETH, Seyton, and. Soldiers, ^ith , 
drum and colours, 

Macbeth, Hang out our banners on the outward walls; 
The cry is still *They come': our castle's strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie 
Till famine and the ague eat them up: 
Were they not forced with those that should be ours. 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backward home. \A cry of <iuomen ^within* 

What is that noise? 

Seyton. It is the cry of women, my good lord. [Exit, 

Macbeth, I have almost forgot the taste of fears: 
The time has been, my senses would have cool'd lo 

To hear a night-shriek, and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse and stir 
As life were in't: I have supp*d full with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts. 
Cannot once start me. 

Rf-enter Seyton. 

Wherefore was that cry? 

Seyton, The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Macbeth, She should have died hereafter; 
There would have been a time for such a word. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow. 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day 20 

To iJie last syllable of recorded time, 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player 
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage 
And then is heard no more: it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 
Signifying nothing. 
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Enter a Messenger. 

Thou comest to use thy tongue; thy story quickly. 

Messenger. Gracious my lord, 30 

I should report that which I say I saw^ 
But know not Jiow to do it. 

Macbeth. Well, say, sir. 

Messenger. As I did stand my watch upon the hill, 
I look'd toward Bimam, and anon, methought, 
The wood began to move. 

Macbeth. Liar and slave ! 

Messenger. Let me endure your wrath, if't be not so: 
Within this three mile may you see it coming; 
I vsay, a moving grove. 

Macbeth. If thou speak'st false. 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive 
Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth, 40 

I care not if thou dost for me as much. 
I pull in resolution and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend 
That lies like truth: *Fear not, till Bimam wood 
Do come to Dunsinane:' and now a wood 
Gomes toward Dunsinane. Arm, arm, and out ! 
If this which he avouches does appear. 
There is nor flying hence nor tarrying here. 
I 'gin to be aweary of the sun, 

And wish the estate o' the world were now undone. 50 
Ring the alarum-bell ! Blow, wind ! come, wrack ! 
At least we'll die with harness on our back. [Exeunt^ 

Scene VI, Dunsinane. Before the castle. 

Drum and colours. Enter Malcolm, old SlWARD, MACDUFF, 

and their Army, <u)itb boughs. 

. Malcolm. Now near enough : your leavy screens throw down, 
And show l^e those you are. You, worthy uncle, 
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Shall with my cousin, your right-noble son, 
Lead our first battle : worthy Macduff and we 
Shall take upon's what else remains to do, 
According to our order. 

Siward. Fare you well. 

Do we but find the tyrant's power to-night, 
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make all our trumpets speak ; give them all breath. 
Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. [Exeuntm 

Scene VIL Another part of the field. 

Alarums, Enter MACBETH, 

Macbeth, They have tied me to a stake; I cannot fly, 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. What's he 
That was not born of woman ? Such a one 
Am I to fear, or none. 

Enter young SiwARB. 

Toung Siw, What is thy name? 

Macbeth. Thou 'It be afraid to hear it. 

Toung Siw, No; though thou call'st thyself a hotter name 
Than any is in hell. 

Macbeth. My name's Macbeth. 

Toung Siw, The devil himself could not pronounce a title 
More hateful to mine ear. 

Macbeth. No, nor more fearful* 9 

Toung Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant ; with my sword 
I'll prove the lie thou speak'st. 

\They fight ^ and young Siivard is slain. 

Macbeth. Thou wast bom of woman. 

But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 
Brandish'd by man that 's of a woman bom. [Exit». 

Atarums, Enter MACDUFF. 

Macduff,. That way the noise is. Tyrant, show thy face ! 
If thou be'st slain and with no stroke of mine. 
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My wife and children's ghosts will haunt me still. 

I cannot strike at wretched kerns, whose arms 

Are hired to bear their staves: either thou, Macbeth, 

Or else my sword with an unbatter'd edge 

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou shouldst be; 20 

By this great clatter, one of greatest note 

Seems bruited. Let me find him, fortune! 

And more I beg not. [Exit. Alarunu^ 

Enter MALCOLM and old Siward. 

Siward, This way, my lord; the castle's gently rendered: 
The tyrant's people on both sides do fight; 
The noble thanes do bravely in the war; 
The day almost itself professes yours, . . 
And littie is to do. 

Malcolm. We have met with foes 

That strike beside us. 

Siward. Enter, sir, the castle. 

[Exetrnt, Alarum. 

Scene VIII. Another part of the field. 

Enter MACBETH. 

Macbeth. Why should I play the Roman fool, and die 
On mine own sword? whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 

Enter Macduff. 

Macduff. Turn, hell-hound, turn! 

Macbeth. Of all men else I have avoided thee : 
But get thee back; my soul is too much charged 
With, blood of thine already. 

Macduff. I have no words: 

My voice is in my sword : thou bloodier villain - 
Than terms can give thee out! \!I^ fight. 

Macbeth. Thou losest labour: 

As easy mayst thou the intrenchant air 
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With thy keen sword impress as make me bleed; la 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests; 

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield 

To one of woman bom* 

Ii 

Macduff, Despair thy charm; 5 

And let the angel whom thou still hast served 
Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb 
Untimely ripp'd* 

Macbeth. Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, 
For it hath cow'd my better part of man ! 
And be these juggling fiends no more believed, 
That palter with us in a double sense; 2a 

That keep the word of promise to om* ear, 
And break it to our hope. I'll not fight with thee. 

Macduff, Then yield thee, coward. 
And live to be the show and gaze o' the time: 
We'll have thee, as our rarer monsters are. 
Painted upon a pole, and underwrit, 
*Here may you see the tyrant.' 

Macletb. I will not yield, 

To kiss the ground before young. Malcolm's feet 
And to be baited with the rabble's curse. 
Though Bimam wood be come to Dunsinane, 30 

And thou opposed, being of no woman bom, 
Yet I will try the last. Before my body 
I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff, 
And damn'd be him that first cries 'Hold, enough!' 

\Exeunt,J!gbting. Alarums „ 



Retreat. Flourish, Enter, with drum and colours, MALCOLM,, 
old SiWARD, Ross, the other Thanes, and Soldiers. 

Malcolm, I would the friends, we miss were safe arrived. 
Si<ward, Some must go off: and yet, by these I see, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 

Malcolm. Macduff is missing, and your noble son. 



f 
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Bmj, Your SOD, my lord, has paid a soldier's debt: 
He only lived but till he was a man ; 40 

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm'd 
In the unshrinking station where he fought, 
But like a man he died. 

Siward, Then he is dead? 

Ross, Ay; and brought off the field : your cause of sorrow 
Must not be measiu*ed by his. worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siward. Had he his hurts before? 

Ross, Ay, on the front. 

Siivard, Why then, God's soldier be he! 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 
I would not wish them to a fairer death: 
And so his knell is knoll'd. 

Malcolm, He's worth more sorrow, 50 

And that I'll spend for him. 

Siivard, He's worth no more: 

They say he parted well and paid his score: 
And so God be with him ! Here comes newer comfort. 

Reenter MACDUFF, twith MacbETH's head, 

Macduff, Hail, king ! for so thou art : behold, where stands 
The usurper's cursed head: the time is free: 
I see thee compass'd with thy kingdom's pearl, 
That speak my salutation in their minds; 
Whose voices I desire aloud with mine: 
Hail, King of Scotland ! 

AIL Hail, King of Scotland ! [Flourish. 

Malcolm, We shall not spend a large expense of time 
Before we reckon with your several loves, 6x 

And make us even with you. My thanes and kinsmen, 
Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour named. What's more to do. 
Which would be planted newly with the time, 
As calling home our exiled friends abroad 
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That fled the snares of watchful tyranny ; 

Producing forth the cruel ministers 

Of this dead butcher and his fiend-like queen, 

Who, as 'tis thought, by self and violent hands 70 

Took off her life ; this, and what needful else 

That calls upon us, by the grace, of Grace 

We will perform in measure, time and place: 

So, thanks to all at once and to each one. 

Whom we invite to see us crown'd at Scone. 

[FlourUb, Exeunt. 
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PREFACE. 



The story of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark, is told in the 
Historia Danica of Saxo Grammaticus, a writer who lived 
about A. D. 1 150-1220, and wrote his woi*k about 1 180-1208. 
The earliest edition of it is that of Paris, 15 14. The story as 
it there appears was incorporated in Belleforest's Histoires 
Tragiques, of which the earlier volumes contained translations 
from the Italian of Bandello, and amongst them the tragical 
history of Romeo and Juliet. The fifth volume of these 
Histoires, in which Hamlet first appears, was printed at Paris 
in 1570, and the story was thence translated into English. 
The only edition now extant of this translation is that of 1608, 
which is reprinted in Collier's Shakespeare's Library, vol. i., 
from the only perfect copy known, which is among CapelFs 
books in the Library of Trinity College, Cambridge. There 
were in all probability earlier editions, but none of these are 
known to have been preserved. The title of this book is 
* The Hystorie of Hamblet. London : Imprinted by Richard 
Bradocke^ for Thomas Pauier^ and are to be sold at his shop 
in Come-hill, neere to the Royall Exchange, 1608.* 

Between the story of Hamlet as it appears in this 'Hystorie* 
and the story as it appears in Shakespeare there are very 
marked differences. Except in the case of Hamlet himself 
and his mother, who is called *Geruth' in the 'Hystorie,' 
there is no resemblance whatever between the names of the 
characters in the * Hystorie ' and in the play. In the former, 
Hamlet's father is Horvendile, his uncle is Fengon, corre- 
sponding to Horvendillus and Fengo in Saxo Grammaticus. 
The murder of Hamlet's father by his uncle, and the sub- 
sequent marriage of the latter with his brother's widow, the 
feigned madness of Hamlet, the various devices of the uncle 
to penetrate his secret, the death of Polonius, Hamlet's re- 
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monstrance with his mother, his voyage to England, his 
return and revenge, are all incidents of the original story, 
which goes on to relate how Hamlet after his uncle's death 
became King of Denmark, how he went again to England 
and married two wives, by one of whom he was betrayed on 
his return to Denmark into the power of another uncle, 
Wiglerus, his mother's brother, and was finally slain in battle. 
Long before the story assumed the shape in which it is familiar 
to us, it had in all probability been modified in adapting it for 
the stage. There is evidence that as early as 1587 a drama 
on this subject had been written and performed in England. 
In the preface by Thomas Nash to Robert Greene's Mena- 
phon, the first edition of which, according to Dyce, was 
printed in 1 587, though no copy appears to be known of an 
earlier date than 1589, occurs a passage which certainly refers 
to a play of Hamlet, and has been thought to contain an 
attack on Shakespeare. We quote from the reprint of the 
edition of 1616 as it is given in Sir Egerton Brydges' Archaica, 
vol. i. * It is a common practice now-a-days, amongst a sort 
of shifting companions, that run through every art and thrive 
by none, to leave the trade of noverinf, whereto they were 
bom, and busy themselves with the endeavours of art, that 
could scarcely latinise their neck-verse if they should have 
need : yet English Seneca read by candle-light yields many 
good sentences, as " Blood is a beggar," and so forth ; and if 
you intreat him fair in a frosty morning, he will afford you 
whole Hamlets, I should say, handfulls of tragical speeches.' 
In Henslowe's Diary, under the date 9 June 1594, is men- 
tioned the performance of a play * Hamlet' at the Newington 
Theatre. Lodge, in his *Wits Miserie, and the Worlds 
Madnesse,' printed in 1596, thus describes the fiend * Hate- 
Virtue ' : * He walks for the most part in black vnder colour 
of grauity, and looks as pale as the Visard of y® ghost which 
cried so miserally at y« Theator like an oister wife, Hamlety 
reuenge} This last quotation would alone be sufficient to 
prove that the play in question was not the Hamlet of 
Shakespeare, and if the date (1587) which has been given to 
Greene's Menaphon be correct, it is difficult to imagine that 
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the reference in Nash's Address could be to Shakespeare, 
who was then only in his twenty-third year. 

We now come to something which is undoubtedly con- 
nected with Shakespeare. In the Registers of the Stationers' 
Company is an entry, under the date 26 July 1602, made by 
James Roberts the printer j of *A booke, The Revenge of 
Hamlett prince of Denmarke, as yt latelie was acted by the 
Lord Chamberlayn his servantes.' This is evidently the book 
which was printed in the following year with this title : *The 
Tragicall Historie of Hamlet Prince of Denmarke, By William 
Shakespeare. As it hath beene diverse times acted by his 
Highnesse servants in the Cittie of London : as also in the two 
Vniversities of Cambridge and Oxford, and else-where. At 
London printed for N. L. and lohn Trundell, 1603.' Coupling 
the fact of the entry by Roberts with the fact that the quarto 
of 1604 was * Printed by L R. for N. L.', that is, by James 
Roberts for Nicholas Ling, we may infer that Roberts also 
printed the quarto of 1603. When James the First came to 
the throne * he accepted the Lord Chamberlain's servants as 
his own ' (Chalmers, Farther Account of the Early English 
Stage, in BoswelPs Shakespeare, iii. 463), so that * the Lord 
Chamberlayn his servants * of the Stationers' Register are the 
same company with * his Highnesse servants ' of the printed 
book, and to this company Shakespeare belonged. No 
evidence has yet been discovered of the occasion on which the 
play was acted at the two universities; but if we might hazard 
a conjecture, it seems not improbable that it might have been 
at some entertainment in honour of the king's accession, and 
it may have been selected as being connected with the native 
country of his queen. 

In the following year, 1604, appeared for the first time in 
the shape in which it has come down to us, *The Tragi- 
call Historie of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark. By William 
Shakespeare. Newly imprinted and enlarged to almost as 
much-againeas it was, according to the true and perfect coppie.' 
The statement with regard to the enlargement of the play is 
substantially true, for whereas the edition of 1603 contained 
thirty-two leaves, that of 1604 contained fifty, exclusive of the 
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title. This last mentioned was followed by other editions in 
quarto in the years 1605, 161 1, 1637, and by one without date 
which was evidently printed from that of 161 1. The text of 
the play, as it is found in the first folio of 1623 and the sub- 
sequent folio editions, is from sources independent of the 
quartos. The quartos contain many passages which are 
omitted in the folios, probably for the purpose of shortening 
the play when acted, and on the other hand there are a few 
passages which are in the folios but not in the quartos. These 
we have generally indicated in our notes. But notwithstand- 
ing these minor differences the play as it appears in the quarto 
of 1604 and the folio of 1623 is the same play. It remains 
to enquire what relation it bears to the edition of 1603. 

It is Mear upon a very slight examination that the latter is 
printed from a copy which was hastily taken down and 
perhaps surreptitiously obtained, either from short-hand 
notes made during the representation, or privately from 
the actors themselves. These notes when transcribed would 
form the written copy which the printers had before them, 
and would account for the existence of errors which are 
errors of the copyist rather than of the hearer. But 
granting all this, we have yet to account for differences 
between the earlier and later forms of the play which 
cannot be explained by the carelessness of short-hand writer, 
copyist, or printer. Mr. Knight, with great ingenuity, main- 
tains that the quarto of 1603 represents the original sketch 
of the play, and that this was an early work of the poet. 
We differ from him in respect to this last conclusion, because 
we can see no evidence for Shakespeare's connexion with 
the play before 1602. First, there is the complete absence 
of any positive evidence on the point, and next there is the 
very strong negative evidence that in the enumeration of 
Shakespeare's works by one who was an ardent admirer of his 
genius, Francis Meres, inhisPalladis Tamia, or Wit's Treasury, 
published in 1598, there is no mention whatever of Hamlet. 
That Hamlet should be omitted and Titus Andronicus 
inserted is utterly uninteDigible, except upon the supposition 
than in 1 598 the play bearing the former name had not in any 
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way been connected with Shakespeare. Herr Karl Elze 
appeals to the omission of Pericles and Henry VI. from the list 
as a parallel instance, but we submit that there is no reason at 
all for associating Shakespeare with Pericles at this period, 
and that his connexion with the three parts of Henry VI. is 
doubtful. In any case the last-mentioned play would hardly 
be quoted by an admirer as a proof of his genius ; whereas if 
Hamlet had existed, even in the imperfect form in which it 
appears in the quarto of 1603, it would have supplied at least 
as good an instance of his tragic power as Titus Andronicus 
or Richard III. At some time therefore between 1598 and 
1602 Hamlet, as retouched by Shakespeare, was put upon the 
stage. We are inclined to diink that it was acted not very 
long before the date of Roberts' entry in the Stationers' 
Registers, namely, 26 July 1602. Our reason for this opinion 
is, that if the play had been long a popular one and had been 
frequently represented, the printer or publisher would have 
had many opportunities of procuring a more accurate copy 
than that from which the edition of 1603 was made. The 
errors of this edition, and the manifest haste with which it 
was printed, seem to show that the play had only been acted 
a short time before, and that the publisher went to press with 
the first copy he could obtain, however imperfect. This 
supposition is favoured by the expression in the Stationers' 
Register, *as it was UUely acted,' which would hardly have been 
used of a play which had long been popular. Steevens en- 
deavoured, very unfairly we think, to make it appear that 
Shakespeare's Hamlet was known in 1598, by quoting a MS. 
note written by Gabriel Harvey in a copy of Speghfs edition 
of Chaucer published in that year. He attributed to the note 
the date of the book, but Malone has shown that, although 
Harvey may have purchased the volume in 1598, there is no- 
thing to prove that he wrote the note till after 1600, in which 
year Fairfax's translation of Tasso, mentioned in another note, 
was published. In fact, Harvey may have written the note in 
any one of the thirty years which he lived after the book came 
into his possession. Malone himself fixed the date of the first 
performance of Hamlet in the autumn of 1600, because in the 
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June of that year all players were * inhibited ' except those at 
the Fortune and the Globe ; and this he supposes will explain 
the reference in ii. 2. 323, * their inhibition comes by the means 
of the late innovation.' But as this passage appears for the 
first time in 1604 and is not in the edition of 1603, with which 
Malone was unacquainted, it would seem, if it had any special 
meaning at all, to refer to something which had happened 
between those two years. 

After a careful examination of the quarto of 1603, and a 
comparison of the play as there exhibited with its later form, 
we have arrived at a conclusion which, inasmuch as it is 
conjectural and based to a large extent upon subjective con- 
siderations, we state with some diffidence. It is this : — That 
there was an old play on the story of Hamlet, some portions 
of which are still preserved in the quarto of 1603 ; that about the 
year 1603 Shakespeare took this and began to remodel it for 
the stage, as he had done with other plays ; that the quarto of 
1603 represents the play after it had been retouched by him 
to a certain extent, but before his alterations were complete ; 
and that in the quarto of 1604 we have for the first time the 
Hamlet of Shakespeare. It is quite true, as Mr. Knight has 
remarked, that in the quarto of 1603 we have the whole 
* action ' of the play ; that is to say, the events follow very 
much the same order and the catastrophe is the same. There 
are however some important modifications even in this 
respect. The scene with Ophelia, which in the modem 
play occurs in iii. i, is in the older form introduced in the 
middle of ii. 2. Polonius is Corambis in the older play, and 
Reynaldo is Montano. The madness of Hamlet is much 
more pronounced, and the Queen's innocence of her hus- 
band's murder much more explicitly stated, in the earlier than 
in the later play. In fact, the earlier play in these respects 
corresponds more closely with the original story. In the 
earlier form it appears to us that Shakespeare's modification 
of the play had not gone much beyond the second act. 
Certainly in the third act we find very great unlikeness and 
very great inferiority to the later play. In fact, in the first, 
third, and fourth scenes there is hardly a trace of Shakespeare, 
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and in the second, which is the scene where the play is 
introduced, there are very remarkable differences. The 
fourth act in language has very little in common with its 
present form, and in the first scene of the fifth act there are 
still some traces of the original play. In the second scene 
of this act the dialogue between Hamlet and Horatio is not 
found, and the interview with Osric in its old dress may 
fairly be put down to the earlier writer. The rest of the 
scene is much altered, and of course improved, and wherever 
these improvements come it strikes us with irresistible force 
that in comparing the later with the earlier form of the play 
we are not comparing the work of Shakespeare at two 
different periods of his life, but the work of Shakespeare with 
that of a very inferior artist If any one desires to be 
convinced of this, let him read the interview of Hamlet with 
his mother, in the two quattos of 1603 and 1604. Going 
backwards we come to the second act, and here the first 
scene is so imperfectly given in the quarto of 1603 that it is 
impossible to say what it really represented. Here and there 
a line occurs as it now stands, but on the whole it is very 
defective, and appears to have been set down from memory. 
The opening of the second scene is changed, and in the 
quarto of 1603 seems to belong to the original play. On the 
other hand, the speeches of Corambis (Polonius) and 
Voltemar (Voltimand) are nearly verbatim the same as the 
later edition. The rest of the scene is altered and much 
improved. The first act is substantially the same in the two 
editions, allowing for the extremely imperfect and careless 
manner in which it is given in the quarto of 1603. The first 
scene is fairly rendered, the speeches of Marcellus and 
Horatio being, so far as they go, almost word for word the 
same as in the quarto of 1604, where the dialogue is ex- 
panded. In the second scene the speeches are very imperfect, 
and it is difficult to say how far they represent the earlier or 
the later play; Hamlet's soliloquy is sadly mutilated, as if 
written down in fragments from memory ; but in the inter- 
view with Horatio the early quarto agrees closely with the 
later. The third and fourth scenes are badly reported, but 
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otherwise contain the groundwork of the present play, and 
Hamlet's address to the Ghost is given almost verbatim, as 
is the dialogue which follows. In the fifth scene the order 
of the dialogue is slightly altered but not materially changed, 
and Hamlet's soliloquy after the Ghost's disappearance is 
very much mutilated. The interview with Marcellus and 
Horatio is but little altered. 

In conclusion j we venture to think that a close examination 
of the quarto of 1603 will convince any one that it contains 
some of Shakespeare's undoubted work, mixed with a great 
deal that is not his, and will confirm our theory that the text, 
imperfect as it is, represents an older play in a transition 
state, while it was undergoing a remodelling but had not 
received more than the first rough touches of the great 
master's hand. 

In Mr. Albert Cohn's Shakespeare in Germany^ the text of 
a German play on the subject of Hamlet is given (pp. 237- 
304), the original of which is thought to have been brought 
to Germany by the English players as early as 1603. If this 
hypothesis be correct it is probable that the German text 
even in its present diluted form may contain something of 
the older English play upon which Shakespeare worked. As 
in the quarto of 1603 Polonius is Corambis, in the German 
he is Corambus. It does not appear that the German play- 
wright made use of Shakespeare's Hamlet, or even of the 
play as represented in the quarto of 1603. The theory that 
it may be derived from a still earlier source is therefore 
not improbable. 

We have reserved for the preface the discussion of a 
question which properly belonged to the notes, but which 
would there have taken up too much space. It is this : — 
What explanation is to be given of the passage in Act ii. 
Sc. 2, which refers to the * tragedians of the city,' who appear 
to have been compelled to * travel,' that is to stroll, in con- 
sequence of some inhibition ? Is there any reference in this 
to any special act of legislation, and if so, to what ? In the 
quarto of 1603 the passage stands thus : — 



PREFACE. Xlii 

Hcun, How comes it that they tranell? Do they grow restie? 

GiL No my Lord, their reputation holds as it was wont. 

Ham, How then? 

GiL YfjEiith my Lord, noneltie carries it away. 
For the principall pnblike audience that 
Came to them, are turned to priuate playes, 
And to the humour of children. 

Ham, I doe not greatly wonder of it, &c. 

Lines 33o-'35i, are omitted, as they are in the other 
quartos, which have simply, 

Ham, How chances if they trauaile ? their residence both in 
reputation, and profit was better both wayes. 

Ros. I thinke their inhibition, comes by the meanes of the late 
umouasion. 

Ham. Doe they hold the same estimation they did when I was 
in the Citty ; are diey so followed. 

Ros. No indeede are they not. 

Ham, It is not very strange, &c. 

In the earlier play the tragedians are driven to strolling 
because the public taste was in favour of the private plays and 
the acting of children ; in the later, they are represented as 
being prohibited from acting in consequence of ^hat is darkly 
called an * innovation.' Both these causes are combined in 
the play as it stands in the folios, where the * inhibition' and the 
'aery of children' are introduced to account for the tragedians 
having forsaken the city. Steevens explains the * inhibition ' in 
this way : * their permission to act any longer at an established 
house is taken away, in consequence of the new custom of 
introducing personal abuse into their comedies,' and then 
asserts that * several companies of actors in the time of our 
author were silenced on account of this licentious practice.' 
But it is not clear that this is the reference intended. For 
a very long period there had been a strong opposition in the 
city to theatrical performances. In March 1 573-4 the Lord 
Mayor and Corporation declined to license a place for them 
within the city. In 1575 players were again forbidden to act 
there, and in consequence in 1576 the Blackfriars Theatre 
was built without the limits of the jurisdiction of the city. 
In 1 58 1 the Lord Mayor was ordered to allow performances 
in the city by certain companies of actors on week days only, 
being holidays ; but his inhibition must have remained still in 
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force, because in the following year, 1582, the Lords of the 
Council pray the Lord Mayor to revoke his inhibition against 
playing on holidays. In 1589 Lord Burleigh appears to have 
directed the Lord Mayor to silence the players of the Lord 
Admiral's and the Lord Strangers companies for introducing 
matters of state and religion upon the stage. To this appar- 
ently Nash alludes in his Return of the renowned Cavaliero 
Pasquile of England^ published in 1 589. In this year also, 
proposals were made to appoint two conunissioners to act 
with the Master of the Revels for the purpose of examining 
and licensing every play, and so restraining the abuses of the 
actors. About the year 1 590 the children of St. Paul's were 
silenced, and the interdict was apparently not removed till 
about 1600. In 1597 the Lord Admiral's players were re- 
strained for a time from playing in consequence of having 
brought out Nash's Isle of Dogs, a play in which personal 
satire was probably introduced, and for which the author 
was imprisoned. In 1601 a letter was addressed by the 
Lords of the Council to certain Justices of the Peace in the 
county of Middlesex in which the actors at the Curtain 
Theatre, Shoreditch, are charged with satirizing living per- 
sons and introducing personalities into their plays. It is 
diflScult therefore to see at what precise period the explanation 
offered by Steevens could be true. In 1604 the indulgence 
of the actors in personal abuse could hardly be called an 
* innovation ' ; on the contrary, it was a practice from which 
the stage had never been entirely free. If we were to add to 
the conjectures upon this point we should be disposed to 
suggest that the * innovation' referred to was the license 
which had been given on 30 Jan. 1603-4 to the children of 
the Queen's Revels to play at the Blackfriars Theatre and 
other convenient places. The Blackfriars Theatre belonged 
to the company of which Shakespeare was a member, 
formerly the Lord Chamberlain's and at this time His 
Majesty's servants. The popularity of the children may 
well have driven the older actors into the country and so 
have operated as an * inhibition,' though in the strict sense 
of the word no formal inhibition' was issued. If by 
inhibition' Shakespeare merely meant, as we think most 
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» 
probable, that the actors were practically thrown out of 
employment, it seems also likely that by * innovation' he 
meant the authority given to the children to act at the 
regularly licensed theatres. It must be borne in mind, in 
reference to this, that nothing is said either of * inhibition ' 
or 'innovation' in 1603, but that the sentence containing 
both is first introduced in 1604. It is to the interval there- 
fore that we must look for the explanation. In offering this 
conjecture we have not lost sight of the fact that after all, 
remembering how chary Shakespeare is of contemporary 
allusions, no special occurrence may be hinted at, although 
in what follows in the folio edition a satire upon the 
children's performances was clearly intended. 

In Chalmers' Farther Account of the Early English Stage 
(Shakespeare, ed. Boswell, iii. 423-429) will be found a list 
of payments, at sundry times during the reig^ of Elizabeth, 
to the children of Paul's, Westminster, Windsor, and the 
Chapel Royal, and an enumeration of the plays performed 
by them and by the children of the Revels from 1571 to 
1633. Most if not all of Lyly's plays were acted by the 
children of Paul's ; Marlowe's Dido, Ben Jonson's Cynthia's 
Revels and Poetaster by the children of the Chapel ; and 
Marston's Antonio and Mellida and Antonio's Revenge by 
the children of Paul's. It is with reference to these per- 
formances by the children that a quotation has been fre- 
quently given from Hey wood's Apology for actors (161 2) 
for the purpose of throwing light upon this passage of 
Shakespeare. It shows indeed that the children' indulged 
in personalities, but not that any * inhibition' was the 
consequence. Besides, it refers to a subsequent date. 'Now 
to speake of some abuse lately crept into the quality, as an 
inueighing against the State, the Court, the Law, the Citty, 
and their gouemements, with the particularizing of priuate 
mens humors (yet alive) Noble-men & others, I know it 
distastes many ; neither do I any way approue it, nor dare 
I by any meanes excuse it. The liberty which some arrogate 
to themselues, committing their bittemesse and liberall 
inuectiues against all estates, to the mouthes of Children, 
supposing their iuniority to be a priuiledge for any rayling, 
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be it neuer so violent, I could aduise all such, to curbe and 

limit this presiuned liberty within the bands of discretion 

and gouemment. But wise and iuditial Censurers, before 

whom such complaints shall at any time hereafter come, wil 

not (I hope) impute these abuses to any transgression in vs, 

who haue euer been careful! and prouident to shim the like.' 

There is no evidence that the children were inhibited on 

account of these personalities, and still less that their 

offences were visited upon the heads of the older players. 

Indeed, Heywood's language implies the contrary. 

So much has been written on the character of Hamlet and 

on the action of the play that it is impossible here to discuss 

the merits of such various criticisms. But we give one, 

which whether or not in all respects adequate, is at any rate 

most suggestive. Goethe, in the fourth book of Wilhelm 

Meisf^s Apprenticeship, chapter xiii. (Carlyle's translation), 

thus gives his estimate of the hero of the tragedy. * To me 

It is clear that Shakespeare meant, in the present case, to 

represent the effects of a great action laid upon a soul unfit 

for the performance of it. In this view the whole piece seems 

to me composed. There is an oak-tree planted in a costly 

jar, which should have borne only pleasant flowers in its 

bosom ; the roots expand, the jar is shivered. A lovely, pure, 

noble, and most moral nature, without the strength of nerve 

which forms a hero, sinks beneath a burden which it cannot 

bear, and must not cast away. All duties are holy for him ; 

the present is too hard. Impossibilities have been required 

of him ; not in themselves impossibilities, but such for him. 

He winds, and turns, and torments himself; he advances 

and recoils : is ever put in mind, ever puts himself in mind ; 

at last does all but lose his purpose from his thoughts ; yet 

still without recovering his peace of mind.' But Goethe does 

not recognise the reality of Hamlet's madness, which has 

formed the subject of special investigation by several writers, 

among others by Dr. Conolly and Sir Edward Strachey. 

W. G. C. 

W.A.W. 
Cambridge, December 1871. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. Elsinare, A platform before the castle. 

Francisco at his post. Enter to him Bernardo. 

Ber. Who's there? 

Fran, Nay, answer me : stand, and unfold yourself. 
Ber, Long live the king 1 
Fran, Bernardo? 
Ber, He. 

Fran, You come most carefully upon your hour. 
Ber, Tis now struck twelve ; get thee to bed, Francisco. 
Fran, For this relief much thanks : 'tis bitter cold, 
And I am sick at heart. 
Ber, Have you had quiet guard? 
Fran, Not a mouse stirring, 

B 
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Ber, Well, good night. ii 

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus, 
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Fran, I think: I hear them. Stand, ho! Who is there? 
Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Hor, Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran, Give you good night. 

Mar, O, farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath relieved you? 

Fran, Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night. ' \Exit, 

Mar, Holla ! Bernardo 1 

Ber, Say, 

What, is Horatio there? 

Hor, A piece of him. 

Ber, Welcome, Horatio : welcome, good Marcellus. 20 

Mar, What, has this thing appear'd again to-night? 

Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar, Horatio says 'tis but our fantasy, 
And will not let belief take hold of him 
Touching this dreaded sight, twice seen of us : 
Therefore I have entreated him along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night, 
That if again this apparition come. 
He may approve our eyes and spqak to it. 

Hor, Tush, tush, 'twill not appear. 

Ber, Sit down awhile ; 

And let us once again assail your ears, 31 

That are so fortified against our story, 
What we have two nights seen. 

Hor, Well, sit we down. 

And let us hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber, Last night of all. 
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When yond same star that's westward from the pole 
Had made his course to illume that part- of heaven 
Where now it bums, Marcellus and myself, 
The bell then beating one, — 

Enter Ghost 

Mar, Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes again I 

Ber, In the same figure, like the king that's dead. 41 

Mar, Thpu art a scholar ; speak to it, Horatio. 

Ber, Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio. 

Har, Most like: it harrows me with fear and wonder. 

Ber, It would be spoke to. 

Mar, Question it, Horatio. 

Hor. What art thou, that usurp'st this time of night, 
Together with that fair and warlike form 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? by heaven I charge thee, speak I 

Mar, It is offended. 

Ber, See, it stalks awayl 50 

Hor, Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee, speak! 

[Exit Ghost. 
Mar, Tis gone, and will not answer. 

Ber, How now, Horatio ! you tremble and look pale : 
Is not this something more than fantasy? 
What think you on't? 

Hor, Before my God, I might not this believe 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of niine own eyes. 

Mar, Is it not like the king ? 

Hor. As thou art to thyself: 

Such was the very armour he had on 60 

When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 

So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle. 

He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice. 

'Tis strange. 

B 2 
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Mar, Thus twice before, and jump at this dead hour, 
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hor, In what particular thought to work I know not ; 
But, in the gross and scope of my opinion, 
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar, Good now, sit down^ and tell me, he that knows. 
Why this same strict and most observant watch 71 

So nightly toils the subject of the land. 
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, ^ 
And foreign mart for implements of war ; 
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week ; 
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day: 
Who is't that can inform me? 

Hor, That can I ; 

At least the whisper goes so. Our last king, 80 

Whose image even but now appeared to us. 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway, 
Thereto pricked on by a most emulate pride, 
Dared to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet — 
For so this side of our known world esteemed him — 
Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seal'd compact, 
Well ratified by law and heraldry. 
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands 
Which he stood seized of, to the conqueror : 
Against the which, a moiety competent 90 

Was gaged by our king; which had returned 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 
Had he been vanquisher; as, by the same covenant 
And carriage of the article designed. 
His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 
Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Shark'd up a list of lawless resolutes. 
For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach in 't : which is no other — 100 
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As it doth well appear unto our state — 

But to recover of us, by strong hand 

And terms compulsatory, those foresaid lands 

So by his father lost : and this, I take it, 

Is the main motive of our preparations. 

The source of this our watch and the chief head 

Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

Ber, I think it be no other but e'en so : 
Well may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch; so like the king no 
That was and is the question of these wars. 

Hot. a mote it is to trouble the mind's eye. 
In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 
A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 
The graves stood tenantless and the sheeted dead 
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets : 
As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 
Disasters in the sun : and the moist star 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands 
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse : 120 

And even the like precurse of fierce events. 
As harbingers preceding still the fates 
And prologue to the omen coming on. 
Have heaven and earth, together demonstrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen. 

Re-enter Ghost. 

But soft, behold ! lo, where it comes again ! 

I '11 cross it, though it blast me. Stay, illusion ! 

If thou hast any sound, or use of voice, 

Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done, 130 

That may to thee do ease and grace to me. 

Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

O, speak ! 

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
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Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 
For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 
Speak of it : stay, and speak ! \Cock crows,] Stop it, 
Marcellus. 

Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partisan? 140 

Hor, Do, if it will not stand. 

Ber. Tis here ! 

Hor. Tis here ! 

Mar. 'Tis gone 1 [Exit Ghost 

We do it wrong, being so majestical. 
To offer it the show of violence ; 
For it is, as the air, invtilnerable, 
And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crew. 

Hor. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard. 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the mom, 150 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and at his warning. 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 
The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock. 
Some say that ever 'gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
The bird of dawning singeth all night long : 160 

And then, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad, 
The nights are wholesome, then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes nor witch hath power to charm, 
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time. 

Hor. So have I heard and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the mom, in russet mantle clad, 
Walk^ o'er the dew of yon high eastward hill : 
Break we our watch up ; and by my advice. 
Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
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Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life, 176 

This spirit, dumb to usT, will speak to him : 
Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 

Mar. Let 's do *t, I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we shall find him most conveniently. [Exeunt, 

« 

Scene II. A room of state in the castle. 

Enter the King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, 
VOLTIMAND, Cornelius, Lords, and Attendants. 

King. Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death 
The memory be green, and that it us befitted 
To bear our hearts in grief and our whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe. 
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 
That we with wisest sorrow think on him. 
Together with remembrance of ourselves. 
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 
The imperial jointress to this warlike state. 
Have we, as 'twere with a defeated joy, — 10 

With an auspicious and a dropping eye. 
With mirth in funeral and with dirge in marriage. 
In equal scale weighing delight and dole, — 
Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr'd 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along. For all, our thanks. 
Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth. 
Or thinking by our late dear brother's death 
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 20 

CoUeagued with the dream of his advantage. 
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his^ father, with all bonds of law, 
To our most valiant brother. So much for him. 
Now for ourself and for this time of meeting ; 
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Thus much the business is : we have here writ 

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 

Of this his nephew's purpose, — to suppress 30 

His further gait herein; in that the levies, 

The lists and full proportions, are all made 

Out of his subject : and we here dispatch 

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further personal power 

To business with the king more than the scope 

Of these delated articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your haste commend your duty. 

TT l\ In that and all things will we show our duty. 40 

King, We doubt it nothing: heartily farewell. 

\Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius, 
And now, Laertes, what's the news with you? 
You told us of some suit ; what is 't Laertes ? 
You cannot speak of reason to the Daiie, 
And lose your voice: what wouldst thou beg, Laertes, 
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 
The head is not more native to the heart. 
The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father. 
What wouldst thou have, Laertes? 

Laer, My dread lord, 50 

Your leave and favour to return to France ; 
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation. 
Yet now, I must confess, that duty done. 
My thoughts and wishes bend again toward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 

King, Have you your father's leave ? What says Polonius? 

Pol, He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave 
By laboursome petition, and at last 
Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent : 60 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 
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King, Take thy fair hour, Laertes; time be thine, 
And thy best graces spend it at thy will I 
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, — 

Ham. \Aside\ Pl little more than kin, and less than kind. 

King, How is it that the clouds still hang on you? 

Ham. Not so, my lord : I am too much i' the sun. 

Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 70 

Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 
Thou know'st 'tis common ; all that lives must die. 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham, Ay, madam, it is conmion. 

Queen. If it be, 

Why seems it so particular with thee? 

Ham, Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not ' seems.' 
Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother. 
Nor customary suits of solemn black, 
Nor windy suspiration of forced breath. 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 80 

Nor the dejected haviour of the visage, 
Together with all forms, moods, shapes of g^ef, 
That can denote me truly : these indeed seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within which passeth show ; 
These but the trappings and the suits of woe. 

King, Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, 
To give these mourning duties to your father : 
But^ you must know, your father lost a father, 
That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound 90 

In filial obligation for some term 
To do obsequious sorrow : but to persever 
In obstinate condolement is a course 
Of impious stubbornness; 'tis unmanly grief: 
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven, 
A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 
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An understanding simple and unschooPd: 

For what we know must be and is as common 

As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 

Why should we in our peevish opposition loo 

Take it to heart? Fiel 'tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reason most absurd, whose common theme 

Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried. 

From the first corse till he that died to-day, 

'This must be so.* We pray you, throw to earth 

This unprevailing woe, and think of us 

As of a father : for let the world take note, 

You are the most immediate to our throne ; 

And with no less nobility of love no 

Than that which dearest father bears his son, 

Do I impart toward you. For your intent 

In going back to school in Wittenberg, 

It is most retrograde to our desire: 

And we beseech you, bend you to remain 

Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son; 

Queen, Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet : 
I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenberg, 

Ham, I shall in all my best obey you, madam. 120 

King, Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply: 
Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, come ; 
This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlfit 
Sits smiling to my heart : in grace whereof, 
ls[o jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day. 
But the great cannon to the clouds shalllell. 
And the king's rouse the heavens shall ^^pxiX. again, . 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

\Exeunt all but Hamlet, 

Ham, O, that this too too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew! 130 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God! 
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How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable 

Seem to me all the uses of this world 1 

Fie on 't I ah fie 1 'tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature 

Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 

But two months dead 1 nay, not so much, not two : 

So excellent a king; that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a satyr; so loving to my mother 140 

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 

Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth I 

Must I remember? why, she would hang on him. 

As if increase of appetite had grown 

By what it fed on : and yet, within a month — 

Let me not think. on 't — Frailty, thy name is woman! — 

A little month, or ere those shoes were old 

With which she followed my poor father's body, 

Like Niobe, all tears, why she, even she — 

O God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason, 150 

Would have moum'd longer — ^married with my uncle, 

My father's brother, but no more like my father 

Than I to Hercules : within a month : 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 

Had left the flushing in her galled eyes. 

She married. O, most wicked speed, to post 

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 

It is not nor it cannot come to good : 

But break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo. 

Hot. Hail to your lordship ! 

Ham. - ' I am glad to see you wel^: 

Horatio, — or I d^ forget myself. 161 

Hor, The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever. 

Ham, Sir, my good friend ; I *11 change that name with 
you: 
And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 
Marcellus ? ** 

Mar. My good lord — 
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Ham, I am very glad to see you. Good even, sir. 
But what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg? 

Hor, A truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham, I would not hear your enemy say so, 170 

Nor shall you do my ear that violence. 
To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself: I know you are no truant. 
But what is your affair in Elsinore? 
We'll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 

Hor, My lord, I came to see your father's funeral. 

Ham, I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow-student; 
I think it was to see my mother's wedding. 

Hor, Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon. • 179 

Ham, Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral baked-meats 

Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. 

Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven 

Or ever I had seen that day, Horatio! 

My father ! — methinks I see my father. 

Hor, O where, my lord? 

Ham, In my mind's eye, Horatio. 

Hor, I saw him once ; he was a goodly king. 

Ham, He was a man, take him for all in all, 
I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor, My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 

Ham, Saw? who? 190 

Hor, My lord, the king your father. 

Ham, The king my father! 

. Hor, Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear, till I may deliver. 
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, 
This marvel to you. 
Ham, Yox God's love, let me hear. 

Hor, Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch. 
In the dead vast and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father, 
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Armed at point exactly, cap-a-pe, 300 

Appears before them, and with solemn march 

Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk'd 

By their oppress'd and fear-surprised eyes, 

Within his truncheon's length; whilst they, distilPd 

Almost to jelly with the act of fear. 

Stand dumb and speak not to him. This to me 

In dreadful secrecy impart they did; 

And I with them the third night kept the watch: 

Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time. 

Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 210 

The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 

These hands are not more like. 

Ham, But where was this? 

Mar, My lord, upon the platform where we watch'd. 

Ham, Did you not speak to it? 

Hot, My lord, I did; 

But answer made it none: yet once methought 
It lifted up it head and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak ; 
But even then the morning cock crew loud, 
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away. 
And vanished from our sight 

Ham, Tis very strange. 220 

Hor, As I do live, my honoured lord, 'tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty 
To let you know of it. 

Ham, Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this troubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night? 

^^- } We do, my lord. 

Ham, Arm'd say you 

JO ' I Arm'd, my lord. 

Ham, From top to toe? 

^^' I My lord, from head to foot. 
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Ham. Then saw you not his face ? 

Hot, O, yes, my lord ; he wore his beaver up. 330 

Ham. What, looked he frowningly? 

Hot. a countenance more in sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amazed you. 

Ham. Very like, very like. Stayed it long? 

Hor. While one with moderate haste might tell a hundred. 



^^' \ Longer, longer. 



Hor. Not when I saw't. 

Ham. His beard was grizzled? no? 

Hor. It was, as I have seen it in his life, 241 

A sable silver'd. 

Ham. I will watch to-night ; 

Perchance 'twill walk again. 

Hor. I warrant it will. 

Ham. If it assume my noble father's person, 
I '11 speak to it, though hell itself should gape 
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all. 
If you have hitherto concealed this sight, 
Let it be tenable in your silence still; 
And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 
Give it an understanding, but no tongue : 350 

I will requite your loves. So, fere you well: 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll visit you. 

All. Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : farewell. 

\Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
My father's spirit in arms ! all is not well ; 
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I doubt some foul play; would the night were come! 
Till then sit still, my soul : foul deeds will rise, 
Though all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes. 

\Exit 

Scene III. A room in Poloniums house. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 

Laer, My necessaries are embark 'd: farewell: 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit 
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep, 
But let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood, 
A violet in the youth of primy nature. 
Forward, not f)ermanent, sweet, not lasting. 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute. 
No more. 

Oph, No more but so? 

Laer. Think it no more: lo 

For nature crescent does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk, but, as this temple waxes. 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will : but you must fear. 
His greatness weighed, his will is not his own; 
For he himself is subject to his birth : 
He may not, as unvalued persons do. 
Carve for himself, for on his choice depends 20 

The safety and health of this whole state ; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscribed 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body 
Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he loves you, 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it 
As he in his particular act and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no further 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
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Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain, 

If with too credent ear you list his songs, 30 

Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open 

To his unmaster'd importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister, 

And keep you in the rear of your affection, 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough. 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 

Virtue itself 'scapes not calumnious strokes : 

The canker galls the infants of the spring. 

Too oft before their buttons be disclosed, 40 

And in the mom and liquid dew of youth 

Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be wary then ; best safety lies in fear : 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Oph, I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 
As watchman to my heart. But, good my brother. 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do. 
Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whiles, like a puff 'd and reckless libertine. 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads 50 

And recks not his own rede. 

Laer, O, fear me not 

I stay too long : but here my father comes. 

Enter Polonius. 

A double blessing is a double grace; 
Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

PoL Yet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard, for shame ! 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail. 
And you are sta/d for. There ; my blessing with thee ! 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion'd thought his act 60 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to thy soul with hoops of steel, 
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But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 

Of each new-hatch'd, unfledged comrade. Beware 

Of entrance to a quarrel, but being in, 

Bear't that the opposed may beware of thee. 

Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice : 

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgement 

Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 70 

But not expressed in fancy; rich, not gaudy; 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 

And they in France of the best rank and station 

Are of a most select and generous chief in that 

Neither a borrower nor a lender be; 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend. 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

This above all : to thine ownself be true, 

And it must follow, as the night the day. 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. 80 

Farewell : my blessing season this in thee ! 

Laer, Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 

Pol. The time invites you; go; your servants tend. 

Laer. Farewell, Ophelia, and remember well 
What I have said to you. 

Oph. Tis in my memory locked, 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it 

Ldier. Farewell. \ExiL 

Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 

oph. So please you, something touching the Lord Hamlet 

Pol. Marry, well bethought : 9° 

'Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you, and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and bounteous : 
If it be so — as so 'tis put on me. 
And that in way of caution — I must tell you, 
You do not understand yourself so clearly 
As it behoves my daughter and your honour. 
What is between you? give me up the truth. 

c 
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Oph, He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. loo 

Pol, Affection ! pooh ! you speak like a green girl, 
Unsifted in such perilous circumstance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 

Oph, I do not know, my lord, what I should think. 

Pol, Marry, 1 11 teach you : think yourself a baby. 
That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay. 
Which are not sterling. Tender yourself more dearly; 
Or — not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
Running it thus— you'll tender me a fool. 

Oph, My lord, he hath importuned me with love no 
In honourable fashion. 

Pol, Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to. 

Oph, And hath given countenance to his speech, my lord, 
With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know. 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter. 
Giving more light than heat, extinct in both, 
Even in their promise, as it is a-making. 
You must not take for fire. From this time lao 

Be something scanter of your maiden presence ; 
Set your entreatments at a higher rate 
Than a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him, that he is young, 
And with a larger tether may he walk 
Than may be given you : in few, Ophelia, 
Do not believe his vows ; for they are brokers, 
Not of that dye which their investments show, 
But mere implorators of unholy suits. 
Breathing like sanctified and pious bawds, 130 

The better to beguile. This is for all : 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you so slander any moment leisure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord. Hamlet. 
Look to 't, I charge you : come your ways. 

Oph, I shall obey, my lord. [Exeunt, 
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Scene IV. The platform. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. 

Ham, The air bites shrewdly; it is very cold. 

Hot, It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham, What hour now? 

Hor. I think it lacks of twelve. 

Mar. No, it is struck. 

Hor, Indeed? I heard it not: it then draws near the 
season 
Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

\A flourish of trumpets^ and ordnance shot ofl within. 
What does this mean, my lord? 

Ham, The king doth wake to-night and takes his rouse, 
Keeps wassail, and the swaggering up-spring reels; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down, 10 

The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hor, Is it a custom? 

Ham, Ay, marry, is 't : 
But to my mind, though I am native here 
And to the manner bom, it is a custom 
More honoured in the breach than the observance. 
This heavy-headed revel east and west 
Makes us traduced and tax'd of other nations : 
They clepe us drunkards, and with swinish phrase 
Soil our addition ; and indeed it takes 2 c 

From our achievements, though performed at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 
So, oft it chances in particular men, 
That for some vicious mole of nature in them, 
As, in their birth— wherein they are not guilty, 
^Since nature cannot choose his origin — 
By the overgrowth of some complexion. 
Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason, 
Or by some habit that too much o'er-leavens 

c 2 
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The form of plausive manners, that these men, 30 

Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect. 

Being nature's livery, or fortune's star, — 

Their virtues else, be they as pure as grace, 

As infinite as man may undergo — 

Shall in the general censure take corruption 

From that particular fault : the dram of eale 

Doth all the noble substance of a doubt 

To his own scandal. 

Enter Ghost. 

Hot, Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Ham, Angels and ministers of grace defend us ! 
Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damn'd, 40 

Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 
Thou comest in such a questionable shape 
That I will speak to thee: I'll call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me ! 
Let me not burst in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy canonized bones, hearsed in death. 
Have burst their cerements ; why the sepulchre. 
Wherein we saw thee quietly inum'd. 
Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws, 50 

To cast thee up again. What may this mean. 
That thou, dead corse, again in complete steel 
Revisit'st thus the glimpses of the moon. 
Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature 
So horridly to shake our disposition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what should we do? 

\Ghost beckons Hamlet. 

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 
As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alone. 

Mar. Look, with what courteous action 60 

It waves you to a more removed ground : 
But do not go With it. 

Hor, No, by no means. 
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Ham. It will not speak; then I will follow it. 

Hor, Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should be the fear? 

I do not set my life at a pin's fee; 
And for my soul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itself? 
It waves me forth again : I '11 follow it. 

Hor» What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord, 
Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff 70 

That beetles o'er his base into the sea, 
And there assume some other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason 
And draw you into madness ? think of it : 
The very place puts toys of desperation. 
Without more motive, into every brain 
That looks so many fathoms to the sea 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still. 

Go on ; I '11 follow thee. 79 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands. 

Hor. Be ruled ; you shall not go. 

Ham. My fate cries out, 

And makes each petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemean lion's nerve. 
Still am I call'd. Unhand me, gentlemen. 
By heaven, I '11 make a ghost of him that lets me : 
I say, away ! Go on ; I '11 follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet. 

Hor. He waxes desperate with imagination. 

Mar. Let 's follow ; 'tis not fit thus to obey him. 

Hor. Have after. To what issue will this come? 

Mar. Something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 

Hor. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay, let's follow him. 91 

[Exeunt. 
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Scene V. Another part of the platform. 

Enfer. Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak ; 1 11 go no 
further. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. I will 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham, Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost, Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak ; I am bound to hear. 

Ghost. So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 

Ham. What? 

Ghost. I am thy father's spirit; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, lo 

And for the day confined to fast in fires. 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature 
Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 
I could a tale unfold whose lightest word 
Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy yoimg blood. 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part 
And each particular hair to stand an end^ 
Like quills upon the fretful porpentine : 20 

But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list ! 
If thou didst ever thy dear father love — 

Ham, O God! 

Ghost, Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder. 

Ham, Murder! 

Ghost, Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange and unnatural. 
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Ham, Haste me to know% that I, with wings as swift 
As meditation or the thoughts of love, 30 

May sweep to my revenge. 

Ghost I find thee apt; 

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed 
That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 
Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear :• 
'Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard, 
A serpent stung me ; so the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my death 
Rankly abused : but know, thou noble youth, 
The serpent that did sting thy father's life 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham, O my prophetic soul I 40 

My uncle ! 

Ghost, ■ Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast. 
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, — 
O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce! — won to his shameful lust 
The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen : 

Hamlet, what a falling-ofF was there ! 
From me, whose love was of that dignity 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 50 
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor 

To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be moved, 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven. 

So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd. 

Will sate itself in a celestial bed 

And prey on garbage. 

But, soft ! methinks I scent the morning air ; 

Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchard, 

My custom always of the afternoon, 60 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole. 

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial. 

And in the porches of my ears did pour 

The leperous distilment ; whose effect 
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Holds such an enmity with blood of man 
That swift as quicksilver it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body. 
And with a sudden vigour it doth posset 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 
The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine ; 70 

And a most instant tetter bark'd about, 
Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 
•AH my smooth body. 
Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
UnhousePd, disappointed, unaneled. 
No reckoning made, but sent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 
O, horrible ! O, horrible ! most horrible ! . 80 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 
^^But, hojwsoever thou pursuest this act, 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 

Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven 

And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge, 

To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once ! 

The glow-worm shows the matin to be near. 

And *gins to pale his uneffectual fire : 90 

Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. \ExiU 

Ham, O all you host of heaven ! O earth ! what else ? 
And shall I couple hell ? O, fie ! Hold, hold, my heart ; 
And you, my sinews, grow not instant old. 
But bear me stiffly up. Remember thee ! 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat 
In this distracted globe. Remember thee! 
Yea, from the table of my memory 
I'll wipe away all trivial fond records, 
All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 100 

That youth and observation copied there ; 
And thy commandment all alone shall live 
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Within the book and volume of my brain, « 
Unmix'd with baser matter : yes, by heaven ! 
O most pernicious woman ! 

villain, villain, smiling, damned villain! 
My tables, — ^meet it is I set it down, 

That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 
At least I 'm sure it may be so in Denmark : [ Writing. 
So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word; no 

It is * Adieu, adieu ! remember me.' 

1 have sworn 't. 

Hot \ [^^^^^^-] My lord, my lord! 

Mar. [lVithin.'\ Lord Hamlet! 

Hor. [WitkinJl Heaven secure him ! 

Ham. So be it ! 

Hor. \Within.'\ Hillo, ho, ho, my lord ! ^ 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho, boy! come, bird, come. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Mar. How is% my noble lord? 

Hor. What news, my lord? 

Ham. O, wonderful ! 

Hor. Good my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No ; you will reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord. 120 

Ham. How say you, then ; would heart of man once 
think it ? 
But you'll be secret ? 

j^ar. \ ^^' ^y heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in all Denmark 
But he's an arrant knave. 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from the 
grave. 
To tell us this. 
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Ham, Why, right ; you are i' the right ; 

And sOy without more circumstance at all, 
I hold it fit that we shake hands and part : 
You, as your business and desire shall point you; 
For every man hath business and desire, 130 

Such as it is ; and for my own poor part. 
Look you, I '11 go pray. 

Hor, These are but wild and whirling words, my lord. 

Ham, I'm sorry they offend you, heartily; 
Yes, faith, heartily. 

Hor, There's no offence^ my lord. 

Ham, Yes, by Saint Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here, 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you : 
For your desire to know what is between us, 
O'ermaster't "as you may. And now, good friends, 140 
As you are friends, scholars and soldiers. 
Give me one poor request. 

Hor, What is't my lord? we will. 

Ham, Never make known what you have seen to-night. 

»^^ > My lord, we will not. 

Ham, Nay, but swear 't. 

Hor, In faith. 

My lord, not I. 

Mar, Nor I, my lord, in faith. 

Ham, Upon my sword. 

Mar, We have sworn, my lord, already. 

Ham, Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost, [Beneath,'] Swear. 

Ham, Ah, ha, boy I say 'st thou so ? art thou there, 
truepenny ? 1 50 

Come on : you hear this fellow in the cellarage : 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 
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Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seen, 
Swear by my sworcL 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

I/am. Hie et ubique? then we'll shift our ground. 
Come hither, gentlemen, " 
And lay your hands again upon my sword : 
Never to speak of this that you have heard. 
Swear by my sword. i6o 

Ghost. [Beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Well said, old mole! canst work i* the earth so 
fast? 
A worthy pioner! Once more remove, good friends. 

Nor. O day and night, but this is wondrous strange! 

Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 
But come; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy. 
How strange or odd soe'er I bear myself, 170 

As I perchance hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on. 
That you, at such times seeing me, never shall. 
With arms encumbered thus, or this head-shake, 
Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase. 
As *Well, well, we know,' or *We could, an if we would,' 
Or * If we list to speak,' or * There be, an if they might,' 
Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me : this not to do. 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you, 180 
Swear. 

Ghost. [Beneath,] Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rest, perturbed spirit! [They smear.] So, 
gentlemen. 
With all my love I do commend me to you : 
And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to express his love and friending to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together; 
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And still your fingers on your lips, I pray. 

The time is out of joint : O cursed spite, 

That ever I was bom to set it right! 190 

Nay, come, let's go together. \Exeunt, 
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Scene I. A room in Poloniums house. 

Enter PoLONius and Reynaldo. 

PoL Give him this- money and these notes, Reynaldo. 

Rey, I will, my lord. 

PoL You shall do marvellous wisely, good Reynaldo, 
Before you visit him, to make inquire 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey. My lord, I did intend it. 

PoL Marry, well said; very well said. Look you, sir. 
Inquire me first what Danskers are in Paris, 
And how, and who, what means, and were they keep. 
What company, at what expense; and finding 
By this encompassment and drift of question 10 

That they do know my son, come you more nearer 
Than your particular demands will touch it : 
Take you, as 'twere, some distant knowledge of him ; 
As thus, *I know his father and his friends. 
And in part him': do you mark this, Reynaldo? 

Rey, Ay, very well, my lord. 

PoL * And in part him ; but ' you may say * not well : 
But if't be he I mean, he's very wild; 
Addicted so and so' : and there put on him 
What forgeries you please; marry, none so rank 30 

As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 
But, sir, such wanton, wild and usual slips 
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As are companions noted and most known 
To youth and liberty. 
•Key. As gaming, my lord. 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quarrelling: 
You may go so far. 

Eey. My lord, that would dishonour him. 

Poi. Faith, no ; as you may season it in the charge. 
You must not put another scandal on him, 
That he is open to incontinency ; 30 

That 's not my meaning : but breathe his faults so quaintly 
That they may seem the taints of liberty, 
The flash and outbreak of a fiery mind, 
A savageness in unreclaimed blood, 
Of general assault. 

I^ey. But, my good lord, — 

Po/. Wherefore should you do this? 

Pey. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Poi. Marry, sir, here's my drift; 

And I believe it is a fetch of warrant : 
You laying these slight sullies on my son, 
As 'twere a thing a little soiPd i' the working, 40 

Mark you. 

Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
Having ever seen in the prenominate crimes 
The youth you breathe of guilty, be assured 
He closes with you in this consequence ; 
*Good sir,' or so, or * friend,' or 'gentleman,' 
According to the phrase or the addition 
Of man and country. 

Pey. Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this — he does — what was I 
about to say ? By the mass, I was about to say something : 
where did I leave ? 5 1 

Pey. At 'closes in the consequence,' at 'friend or so,' 
and 'gentleman.' 
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Pol, At 'closes in the consequence,' ay, marry; 
He closes thus : * I know the gentleman ; 
I saw him yesterday, or t'other day, 
Or then, or then, with such, or such, and, as you say, 
There was a' gaming, there o'ertook in's rouse; 
There falling out at tennis' : or perchance, 
* I saw him enter such a house of sale,' , 60 

Videlicet, a brothel, or so forth. 
See you now ; 

Your bait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 
And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 
With windlasses and with assays of bias, 
By indirections find directions out : 
So by my former lecture and advice, 
Shall you my son. You have me, have you not? 

Rey, My lord, I have. 

Pol. God be wi' you ; fare you welL 

Rey. Good my lord I 70 

Pol, Observe his inclination in yourself. 

Rey, I shall, my lord. 

Pol, And let him ply his music. 

Rey, Well, my lord. 

PoL Farewell ! \Exit Reynaldo. 

Enter Ophelia. 

How now, Ophelia! what's the matter? 

Oph, O, my lord, my lord, I have been so affrighted! 

Pol, With what, i' the name of God ? 

oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced ; 
No hat upon his head : his stockings foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ancle ; fio 

Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other, 
And with a look so piteous in purport 
As if he had been loosed out of hell 
To speak of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol, Mad for thy love? 



ACT 11. SCENE I, 31 

Opk, My lord, I do not know; 

But truly I do fear it. 

Pol. What said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist and held me haixl; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 
And with his other hand thus o'er his brow, 
He falls to such perusal of my face 90 

As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so; 
At last, a little shaking of mine arm, 
And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 
He raised a sigh so piteous and profound 
As it did seem to shatter all his bulk 
And end his being : that done, he lets me go : 
And with his head over his shoulder tum'd, 
He seem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 
For out o' doors he went without their help, 
And to the last bended their light on me. 100 

Pol. Come, go with me : I will go seek the king. 
This is the ver> ecstasy of love. 
Whose violent property fordoes itself 
And leads the will to desperate undertakings 
As oft as any passion under heaven 
That does afflict our natures. I am sorry. 
What, have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Oph. No, my good lord ; but, as you did command, 
I did repel his letters and denied 
His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. no 

I am sorry that with better heed and judgement 
I had not quoted him : I fear'd he did but trifle, 
And meant to wreck thee ; but beshrew my jealousy ! 
By heaven, it is as proper to our age 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions 
As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known ; which, being kept close, might move 
More grief to hide than hate to utter love. 119 

Come. [Exeunt. 
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Scene II. A room in the castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, 

and Attendants. 

King, Welcome, dear Rosencrantz and Guildenstern ! 
Moreover that we much did long to see you, 
The need we have to use you did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet^s transformation ; so call it, 
Sith nor the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was. What it should be, 
More than his father's death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the understanding of himself, 
I cannot dream of: I entreat you both, ic 

That, being of so young days brought up with him, 
And sith so neighboured to his youth and haviour, 
That you vouchsafe your rest here in our court 
Some little time : so by your companies 
To draw him on to pleasures, and to gather 
So much as from occasion you may glean, 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That open'd lies within our remedy. 

Q^een. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of you; 
And sure I am two men there are not living 20 

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
To show us so much gentry and good will 
As to expend your time with us awhile, 
For the supply and profit of our hope. 
Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king's remembrance. 

Ros, Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 
Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

GuiL But we both obey. 

And here give up ourselves, in the fidl bent 3 c 
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To lay our service freely at your feet, 
To be commanded. 

King, Thanks, Rosencrantz and gentle Guildenstem. 

Queen. Thanks, Guildenstem and gentle Rosencrantz. 
And I beseech you instantly to visit 
My too much changed son. Go, some of you. 
And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil. Heavens make our presence and our practices 
Pleasant and helpful to him ! 

Queen. Ay, amen I 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz^ Guildenstem, and some Attendants. 

Enter Polonius. 

Pol. The ambassadors from Norway, my good lord, 
Are joyfully returned. 41 

King. Thou still hast been the father of good news. 

Pol. Have I, my lord ? I assure my good liege, 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, 
Both to my God and to my gracious king : 
And I do think, or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath used to do, that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. O, speak of that ; that do I long to hear. 50 

Pol. Give first admittance to the ambassadors; 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 

King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them in. 

[Exit Polonius. 
He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son's distemper. 

Queen. I doubt it is no other but the main ; 
His father's death, and our o'erhasty marriage. 

King. Well, we shall sift him. 
Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand and Cornelius. 

Welcome, my good friends ! 
Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway? 

D 
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Volt, Most fair return of greetings and desires. 60 

Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew's levies, which to him appeared 
To be a preparation 'gainst the Polack ; 
But, better look'd into, he truly found 
It was against your highness : whereat grieved, 
That so his sickness, age and impotence 
Was falsely borne in hand, sends out arrests 
On Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway, and in fine 
Makes vow before his uncle never more 70 

To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 
Whereon old Norway, overcome with joy, 
Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee, 
And his commission to employ those soldiers, 
So levied as before, against the Polack : 
With an entreaty, herein further shown, [Giving a paper. 
That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprise. 
On such regards of safety and allowance 
As therein are set down. 

King, It likes us well; 80 

And at our more considered time we'll read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 
Meantime we thank you for your well-took labour: 
Go to your rest; at night we'll feast together: 
Most welcome home 1 [Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius, 

Pol, This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is. 
Why day is day, night night, and time is time. 
Were nothing but to waste night, day and time. 
Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit, 90 

And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes, 
I will be brief Your noble son is mad : 
Mad call I it ; for, to define true madness. 
What is't but to be nothing else but mad? 
But let that go. 
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Queen. More matter, with less art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear I use no art at all. 
That he is mad, *tis true : 'tis true 'tis pity ; 
And pity 'tis 'tis true : a foolish figure ; 
But farewell it, for I will use no art. 
Mad let us grant him then : and now remains loo 

That we find out the cause of this effect, 
Or rather say, the cause of this defect, 
For this effect defective comes by cause : 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 
Perpend. 

I have a daughter— have while she is mine — 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath given me this : now gather, and surmise. 
[Reads] 

* To the celestial and my soul's idol, the most beautified 
Ophelia,'— no 
That's an ill phrase, a vile phrase; 'beautified' is a vile 
phrase : but you shall hear. Thus : 

[Reads] 

* In her excellent white bosom, these, &c.' 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Pol. Good madam, stay awhile; I will be faithful. 

[Reads] * Doubt thou the stars are fire ; 

Doubt that the sun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar; 
But never doubt I love. 119 

*0 dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; I have not 
art to reckon my groans : but that I love thee best, O most 
best, believe it. Adieu. 

* Thine evermore, most dear lady, 

whilst this machine is to him, 

Hamlet.' 

This in obedience hath my daughter shown me. 

And more above, hath his solicitings. 

As they fell out ^ by time, by means and place. 

All given to mine ear. 

D 2 
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King. But how hath she 

Received his love? 
Pol, What do you think of me ? 1 30 

King, As of a man faithful and honourable. 

Pol. I would fain prove so. But what might you think. 
When I had seen this hot love on the wing — 
As I perceived it, I must tell you that, 
Before my daughter told me — what might you. 
Or my dear majesty your queen here, think, 
If I had play'd the desk or table-book, 
Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb. 
Or lopk'd upon this love with idle sight ; 
What might you think? No, I went round to work, 140 
And my young mistress thus I did bespeak : 
* Lord Hamlet is a prince, out of thy star ; 
This must not be ' : and then I prescripts gave her, 
That she should lock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 
Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he repulsed, a short tale to make. 
Fell into a sadness, then into a fast, 
Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness, 
Thence to a lightness, and by this declension 150 

Into the madness wherein now he raves 
And all we mourn for. 

King, Do you think thisf 

Queen, It may be, very like. 

Pol, Hath there been such a time, I *ld fain know that. 
That I have positively said *'Tis so,' 
When it proved otherwise? 

King, Not that I know. 

Pol, [Pointing to his head and shoulder,'] Take this from 
this, if this be otherwise : 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed. 
Within the centre. 

King, How may we try it further? 160 
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PoL You know, sometimes he walks four hours together 
Here in the lobby. 
Queen, So he does indeed. 

PoL At such a time I'll loose my daughter to him: 
Be you and I behind an arras then; 
Mark the encounter : if he love her not, 
And be not from his reason fall'n thereon 
Let me be no assistant for a state, 
But keep a farm and carters. 

King, We will try it. 

Queen, But look where sadly the poor wretch • comes 
reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beseech you, both away : 170 

I'll board him presently. 

[Exeunt Kingy Queen^ and Attendants, 

Enter Hamlet, reading, 

O, give me leave : 
How does my good Lord Hamlet? 

Ham, Well, God-a-mercy. 

Pol, Do you know me, my lord? 

Ham, Excellent well : you are a fishmonger. 

Pol, Not I, my lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were so honest a man. 

Pol, Honest, my lord ! 

Ham, Ay, sir; to be honest, as this world goes, is to 
be one man picked out of ten thousand. 180 

PoL That's very true, my lord. 

Ham, For if the sun breed maggots in a dead dog, being 
a god kissing carrion — Have you a daughter ? 

Pol, I have, my lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk i' the sun : conception is a 
blessing ; but as your daughter may conceive, — friend, look 
to't. 

PoL [Aside] Haw say you by that? Still harping on 
my daughter : yet he knew me not at first ; he said I was 
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a fishmonger : he is far gone : and truly in my youth I 
suffered much extremity for love ; very near this. I '11 speak 
to him again. What do you read, my lord? 19a 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol, What is the matter, my lord? 

Ham, Between who? 

Pol, I mean, the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham, Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogue says here that 
old men have grey beards, that their faces are wrinkled, their 
eyes purging thick amber and plum-tree gum, and that they 
have a plentiful lack of wit, together with most weak hams : 
all which, sir, though I most powerfully and potently believe, 
yet I hold it not honesty to have it thus set down ; for 
yourself, sir, should be old as I am, if like a crab you could 
go backward. 204 

Pol, [Aside] Though this be madness, yet there is 
method in 't. Will you walk out of the air, my lord ? 

Ham, Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed, that 's out of the air. [Aside] How preg- 
nant sometimes his replies are ! a happiness that often 
madness hits on, which reason and sanity could not so 
prosperously be delivered of I will leave him, and sud- 
denly contrive the means of meeting between him and my 
daughter. — My honourable lord, I will most humbly take 
my leave of you. 214 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing that I 
will more willingly part withal ; except my life, except my 
life, except my life. 

Pol, Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham, These tedious old fools ! 

Enler Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Pol. You go to seek the Lord Hamlet ; there he is. 

Pos, [To Polomus] God save you, sir! 221 

[Extl Polomus. 
Guil, My honoured lord ! 

Ros. My most dear lord ! 
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Ham, My excellent good friends? How dost thou, 
Guildenstem? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good lads, how do you 
both? 

Ros, As the indifferent children of the earth. * 
Guii, Happy, in that we are not over-happy; 
On Fortune's cap we are not the very button. 
Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe? 330 

Ros, Neither, my lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the middle 
of her favours ? What 's the news ? 

Ros. None, my lord, but that the world's grown honest. 

Ham, Then is doomsday near: but your news is not 
true. Let me question more in particular : what have you, 
my good friends, deserved at the hands of Fortune, that she 
sends you to prison hither? 

Guil. Prison, my lord! 

Ham, Denmark's a prison. 240 

Ros, Then is the world one. 

Ham, A goodly one ; in which there are many confines, 
wards and dungeons, Denmark being one o' the worst 

Ros, We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Why, then 'tis none to you ; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so : to me it is 
a prison. 

Ros, Why, then your ambition makes it one; 'tis too 
narrow for your mind. 249 

Ham, O God, I could be bounded in a nut-shell and 
count myself a king of infinite space, were it not that I have 
bad dreams. 

Guil, Which dreams indeed are ambition; for the very 
substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow of a 
dream. 

Ham, A dream itself is but a shadow. 
Ros, Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and light a 
quality that it is but a shadow's shadow. 
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Hanu Then are our b^;gars bodies, and our monarchs 
and outstretched heroes the b^gars* shadows. Shall we 
to the court? for, by my £aq^, I cannot reason. a6i 

Ros. \ . _ 

^ J Well wait upon you. 

Hawu No such matter: I will not sort you with the 
rest of my servants ; for, to speak to you like an h<»iest man, 
I am most dreadfolly attended. But, in the beaten way of 
friendship, what make you at Elsinore ? 

Ras, To visit you, my lord ; no other occasion. 

Ham. B^gar that I am, I am even poor in thanks ; but 
I thank you : and sure, dear friends, my thanks are too dear 
a halfpenny. Were you not sent for? Is it your own 
inclining? Is it a free visitation? Come, deal justly with 
me : come, come ; nay, speak. 272 

CuiL What should we say, my lord? 

Ham. Why, any thing, but to the purpose. You were 
sent for ; and there is a kind of confession in your looks 
which your modesties have not craft enough to colour : I 
know the good king and queen have sent for you. 

Ras. To idiat end, my lord? 

Hamu That you must teach me. But let me conjure you, 
by the rights of our fellowship, by the cons<mancy of our 
youth, by die obUgaticm fA our ever>preserved love, and 
by fdiat more dear a better proposer could charge you 
withal, be even and direct with me, whether you were sent 
for, or no. 284 

Ros. [Aside to GialdeMsierm\ What say you? 

Ham. [Aside] Nay, dien, I have an eye of you. — If you 
love me, hold not aSL 

GtdL My lord, we were sodt for. 

Ham. I will teU you why; so shall my anticipation 
prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to the ktn^ and 
queen moult no feather. I have of late— but vdierefore I 
know not — lost all my mirth, forgone all custom of exercises ; 
and indeed it goes so heavily with my disposition that this 
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goodly frame, the earth, seems to me a sterile promontory ; 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave 
overhanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted with golden 
fire, why, it appears no other thing to me than a foul and 
pestilent congregation of vapours. What a piece of work is 
a man ! how noble in reason ! how infinite in Acuity ! in 
form and moving how express and admirable i in action how 
like an angel ! in apprehension how like a god ! the beauty of 
the world ! the paragon of animals ! And yet, to me, what 
is this quintessence of dust ? man delights not me : no, nor 
woman neither, though by your smiling you seem to say so. 

Ros. My lord, there was no such stuff in my thoughts. 

Ham, Why did you laugh then, when I said 'man 
delights not me'? 308 

Ros, To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what 
lenten entertainment the players shall receive from you : 
we coted them on the way ; and hither are they coming, to 
offer you service. 

Ham, He that plays the king shall be welcome; his 
majesty shall have tribute of me ; the adventurous knight 
shall use his foil and target ; the lover shall not sigh gratis ; 
the humorous man shall end his part in peace ; the clown 
shall make those laugh whose lungs are tickle o' the sere; 
and the lady shall say her mind freely, or the blank verse 
shall halt for 't. What players are they ? 

Ros, Even those you were wont to take such delight in, 
the tragedians of the city. 321 

Ham, How chances it they travel ? their residence, both 
in reputation and profit, was better both ways. 

Ros, I think their inhibition comes by the means of the 
late innovation. 

Ham, Do they hold the same estimation they did when 
I was in the city ? are they so followed ? 

.Ros* No, indeed, are they not. 

Ham, How comes it? do they g^ow rusty? 

Ros, Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted pace : 
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but there is, sir, an aery of children, little eyases, that 
cry out on the top of question and are most tyrannically 
clapped for 't : these are now the fashion, and so berattle the 
common stages — so they call them — ^that many wearing 
rapiers are afraid of goose-quills and dare scarce come 
thither. 336 

Ham, What, are they children ? who maintains 'em ? how 
are they escoted? Will they pursue the quality no longer 
than they can sing ? will they not say afterwards, if they 
should grow themselves to common players— as it is most 
like, if their means are no better — their writers do them 
wrong, to make them exclaim against their own succession ? 

Ros, Faith, there has been much to do on both sides ; 
and the nation holds it no sin to tarre them to controversy : 
there was for a while no money bid for argument unless the 
poet and the player went to cuffs in the question. 346 

Ham, Is 't possible ? 

Guil, O, there has been much throwing about of brains. 

Ham, Do the boys carry it away ? 

Ros, Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and his load 
too. 

Ham, It is not very strange ; for my uncle is king of 
Denmark, and those that would make mows at him while my 
father lived, give twenty, forty, fifty, a hundred ducats a-piece 
for his picture in little. 'Sblood, there is something in this 
more than natural, if philosophy could find it out. 356 

[Flourish of trumpets within, 

Guil, There are the players. 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. Your 
hands, come then : the appurtenance of welcome is fashion 
and ceremony : let me comply with you in this garb, lest my 
extent to the players, which, I tell you, must show fairly 
outwards, should more appear like entertainment than yours. 
You are welcome : but my uncle-father and aunt-mother are 
deceived. 364 

Guil, In what, my dear lord? 
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Ham, I am but mad north-north-west : when the wind 
is southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw. 

Re-enter POLONIUS. 

PoL Well be with you, gentlemen! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstem ; and you too : at each 
ear a hearer : that great baby you see there is not yet out 
of his swaddling clouts. 371 

Ros. Happily he's the second time come to them; for 
they say an old man is twice a child* 

Ham. I will prophesy he comes to tell me of the players ; 
mark it. You say right, sir : o' Monday morning ; 'twas 
so indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tcU you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When Roscius 
was an actor in Rome, — 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 380 

Ham. Buz, buz! 

Pol. Uf>on my honour, — 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, — 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tragedy, 
comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical-pastoral, 
tragical-historical, tragical-comical-historical-pastoral, scene 
individable, or poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, 
nor Plautus too light. For the law of writ and the liberty, 
these are the only men. 

Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, what a treasure hadst 
thou! 391 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord? 

Ham. Why, 

*One fair daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved passing well.' 

Pol. [Aside] Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i' the right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have a daughter 
that I love passing well. 
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Ham, Nay, that follows not. 400 

Pol. What follows, then, my lord? 
Ham. Why, 

*As by lot, God wot,' 
and then, you know, 

* It came to pass, as most like it was,' — 
the first row of the pious chanson will show you more ; for 
look, where my abridgement comes. 

Enter four or five Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all. I am glad to see 
thee well. Welcome, good friends. O, my old friend ! thy 
face is valanced since I saw thee last : comest thou to beard 
me in Denmark ? What, my young lady and mistress ! By 'r 
lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven than when I saw you 
last, by the altitude of a chopine. Pray God, your voice, like 
a piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked within the ring. 
Masters, you are all welcome. We '11 e'en to 't like French 
falconers, fly at anything we see : we '11 have a speech straight : 
come, give us a taste of your quality ; come, a passionate 
speech. 418 

First PI. What speech, my good lord? 

Ham. I heard thee speak me a speech once, but it was 
never acted ; or, if it was, not above once ; for the play, I 
remember, pleased not the million ; 'twas caviare to the 
general: but it was — as I received it, and others, whose 
judgements in such matters cried in the top of mine — an 
excellent play, well digested in the scenes, set down with as 
much modesty as cunning. I remember, one said there were 
no sallets in the lines to make the matter savoury, nor no 
matter in the phrase that might indict the author of affec- 
tion ; but called it an honest method, as wholesome as sweet, 
and by very much more handsome than fine. One speech in 
it I chiefly loved : 'twas iCneas' tale to Dido ; and thereabout 
of it especially, where he speaks of Priam's slaughter : if it 
live in your memory, begin at this line : let me see, let me 
see; 434 

*The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beast,' — 
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It is not so : it begins with * Pyrrhus ' : 
*The rugged Pyrrhus, he whose sable arms, 
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble 
When he lay couched in the ominous horse, 
Hath now this dread and black complexion smear'd 
With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 441 

Now is he total gules ; horridly trick'd 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons, 
Baked and impasted with the parching streets. 
That lend a tyrannous and damned light 
To their lord's murder : roasted in wrath and fire, 
And this o*er-sized with coagulate gore, 
With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks.' 

So, proceed you. 450 

Pol. 'Fore God, my lord, well spoken, with good accent 
and good discretion. 

First PL *Anon he finds him 

Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls. 
Repugnant to command : unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives ; in rage strikes wide ; 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 460 

Stoops to his base, and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus' ear : for lo ! his sword, 
Which was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem'd i' the air to stick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood. 
And like a neutral to his will and matter. 
Did nothing. 

But as we often see, against some storm, 
A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 
The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 470 
As hush as death, anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region, so after Pyrrhus' pause 
Aroused vengeance sets him new a-work ; 
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And never did the Cyclops' hammers fall 

On Mars's armour, forged for proof eteme, 

With less remorse than Pyrrhus' bleeding sword 

Now falls on Priam. 

Out, out, thou strumpet. Fortune ! All you gods, 

In general synod take away her power ; 

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel, 480 

And bowl the round nave down th^ hiU of heaven 

As low as to the fiends ! ' 

PoU This is too long. 

Ham, It shall to the barber's, with your beard. Prithee, 
say on : come to Hecuba. 

First PL *But who, O, who had seen the mobled 
queen — ' 

Ham, * The mobled queen ! ' 

Pol, That 's good ; * mobled queen * is good. 

First PI, *Run barefoot up and down, threatening the 

flames 
With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head 490 

Where late the diadem stood ; and for a robe, 
About her lank and all o'er-teemed loins, 
A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; 
Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep'd 
'Gainst Fortune's state would treason have pronounced: 
But if the gods themselves did see her then. 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport 
In mincing with his sword her husband's limbs, 
The instant burst of clamour that she made. 
Unless things mortal move them not at all, 500 

Would have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 
And passion in the gods.' 

Pol, Look, whether he has not turned his colour and has 
tears in 's eyes. Prithee, no more. 

Ham, *Tis well ; I '11 have thee speak out the rest of this 
soon. Good my lord, will you see the players well bestowed ? 
Do you hear, let them be well used, for they are the abstract 
and brief chronicles of the time : after your death you were 
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better have a bad epitaph than their ill report while you 
live. 510 

Pol. My lordj I will use them according to their desert. 

Ham. God's bodykins, man, much better : use every man 
after his desert, and who shall 'scape whipping ? Use them 
after your own honour and dignity : the less they deserve, 
the more merit is in your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol, Come, sirs. 

Ham, Follow him, friends : we '11 hear a play to-morrow. 
^xit Polonius witJT'all the Players but the First,'] Dost 
thou hear me, old friend ; can you play the Murder of 
Gonzago ? 

First PL Ay, my lord. 520 

Ham, We'll ha 't to-morrow night. You could, for a need, 
scudy a speech of some dozen or sixteen lines, which I would 
set down and insert in 't, could you not ? 

First PL Ay, my lord. 

Ham, Very well. Follow that lord ; and look you mock 
him not. [Exit First Player,] My good friends, I '11: leave 
you till night : you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Ros. Good my lord. 

Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' ye. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 

Now I am alone. 
O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I ! 530 

Is it not monstrous that this player here. 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion. 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit 
That from her working all his visage wann'd ; 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? and all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her? What would he do, 540 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have? He would drown the stage with tears 



48 HAMLET. 

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech, 
Make mad the guilty and appal the free, 
Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I, 

A dull. and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing ; no, not for a king, 550 

Upon whose property and most dear life 
A damn'd defeat was made. Am I a coward? 
Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate across ? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i' the throat, 
As deep as to the lungs? who does me this? 
Ha? 

'Swounds, I should take it : for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon-liver'd and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter, or ere this 560 

I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave's offal : bloody, bloody villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain ! 
O, vengeance ! 

Why, what an ass am I ! This is most brave, 
That I, the son of a dear father murder'd. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 
Must fall a-cursing, like a very drab, 
A scullion ! 

Fie upon 't ! foh ! About, my brain ! Hum, I have heard. 
That guilty creatures, sitting at a play, 571 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul that presently 
They have proclaimed their malefactions; 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I'll have these players 
Play something like the murder of my father 
Before mine uncle : I '11 observe his looks ; 
1 11 tent him to the quick : if he but blench, 
^ I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 5 So 
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May be the devil : and the devil hath power 

To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and perhaps 

Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 

As he is very potent with such spirits, 

Abuses me to damn me : I '11 have grounds 

More relative than this. The play's the thing 

Wherein I '11 catch the conscience of the king. \Exit, 



ACT III. 

Scene I. A room in the castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, 

and Guildenstern. 

King, And can you, by no drift of circumstance. 
Get from him why he puts on this confusion, 
Grating so harshly all his days of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacy? 

Ros, He does confess he feels himself distracted ; 
But from what cause he will by no' means speak. 

Guil, Nor do we find him forward to be sounded. 
But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof. 
When we would bring him on to some confession 
Of his true state. 

Queen, Did he receive you well? lo 

Ros. Most like a gentleman. 

Guil, But with much forcing of his disposition. 

Ros, Niggard of question, but of our demands 
Most free in his reply. 

Queen, Did you assay him 

To any pastime? 

Ros, Madam, it so fell out, that certain players 
We o'er-raught on the way : of these we told him, 
And there did seem in him a kind of joy 
To hear of it : they are about the court, 

E 
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And, as I think, they have already order ao 

This night to play before him. 

PoL 'Tis most true: 

And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties 
To hear and see the matter. 

King, With all my heart ; and it doth much content me 
To hear him so inclined. 
Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 
And drive his purpose on to these delights. 

Ros, We shall, my lord. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 

King, Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as 'twere by accident, may here 30 

Affront Ophelia : 

Her father and myself, lawful espials. 
Will so bestow ourselves that, seeing unseen, 
We may of their encounter frankly judge, 
And gather by him, as he is behaved, 
If 't be the affliction of his love or no 
That thus he suffers iox. 

Queen, I shall obey you. 

And for your part, Ophelia, I do wish 
That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet's wildness : so shall I hope your virtues 40 
Will bring him to his wonted way again. 
To both your honours. 

Oph, Madam, I wish it may. \Eocit Queen. 

PoL Ophelia, walk you here. Gracious, so please you. 
We will bestow ourselves. \To Ophelia] Read on this book; 
That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. We are oft to blame in this, — 
Tis too much proved— that with devotion's visage 
And pious action we do sugar o'er 
The devil himself. 

King, [Aside'] O, 'tis too true ! 
How smart a lash that speech d'ath give my conscience ! 
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The harlot's cheek, beautied with plastering art, 51 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it 
Than is my deed to my most painted word: 
O heavy burthen! 

Pol, I hear him coming : let 's withdraw, my lord. 

[Exeunt King and Polonius. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham, To be, or not to be : that is the question : 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune. 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
And by opposing end them ? To die : to sleep ; 60 

No more ; and by a sleep to say we end 
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, 'tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep ; 
To sleep ; perchance to dream : ay, there 's the rub ; 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause ; there 's the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life ; 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 70 
The oppressor's wrong, the proud man's contiunely, 
The pangs of despised love, the law's delay. 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes. 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life. 
But that the dread of something after death, 
The imdiscover'd country from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, puzzles the will, 80 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o'er with thil pale cast of thought, 

£ 2 
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And enterprises of great pitch and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry, 
And lose the name of action. Soft you now ! 
The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember'd. 

Oph, Good my lord, 90 

How does your honour for this many a day? 

Ham, I humbly thank you; well, well, well. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long to re-deliver; 
I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham, No, not I ; 

I never gave you aught 

oph. My honoured lord, you know right well you did ; 
And with them words of so sweet breath composed 
As made the things more rich : their perfume lost, 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind too 

Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind. 
.There, my lord. 

Ham, Ha, ha! are you honest? 

Oph, My lord ? 

Ham, Are you fair? 

Oph, What means your lordship? 

Ham, That if you be honest and fair, your honesty should 
admit no discourse to your beauty. 

oph. Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce than 
with honesty? no 

Ham, Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will sooner 
transform honesty from what it is than the force of honesty 
can translate beauty into his likeness : this was sometime 
a paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I did love 
you once. 

Oph, Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

Ham, You should not have believed me; for virtue 
cannot so inoculate our old stock but we shall relish of it : 
I loved you not. 
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Oph. I was the more deceived. 120 

Ham, Get thee to a nunnery : why wouldst thou be a 
breeder of sinners? I am myself indifferent honest; but yet 
I could accuse me of such things that it were better my 
mother had not borne me : I am very proud, revengeful, 
ambitious ; with more offences at my beck than I have 
thoughts to put them in, imagination to give them shape, 
or time to act them in. What should such fellows as 
I do crawling between earth and heaven ? We are arrant 
knaves all ; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. 
Where 's your father ? 130 

Oph, At home, my lord. 

Ham, Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may play 
the fool no where but in 's own house. Farewell. 

Oph, O, help him, you sweet heavens! 

Ham, If thou dost marry, I 'U give thee this plague for 
thy dowry : be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow, thou 
shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery, go : 
farewell. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool ; for 
wise men know well enough what monsters you make of 
them. To a nunnery, go ; and quickly too. Farewell. 140 

Oph. O heavenly powers, restore him \ 

Ham. I have heard of your paintings too, well enough ; 
God hath given you one face, and you make yourselves 
another : you jig^ you amble, and you lisp, and nick-name 
God's creatures, and make your wantonness your ignor- 
ance. Go to, I '11 no more on 't ; it hath made me mad. 
I say, we will have no more marriages : those that are mar- 
ried already, all but one, shall live; the rest shall keep as 
they are. To a nunnery, go. [Exit. 

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here overthrown! 150 
The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword ; 
The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 
The glass of fashion and the mould of form, 
The observed of all observers, quite, quite down ! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched, 
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That suck'd the honey of his music vows, 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of' tune and harsh ; 
That unmatched form and feature of blown youth 
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me, i6o 

To have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 

Re-enter King and Polonius. 

King, Love I his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack'd form a little. 
Was not like madness. There's something in his soul. 
O'er which his melancholy sits on brood; 
And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose 
Will be some danger: which for to prevent, 
I have in quick determination 
Thus set it down : he shall with speed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute : 1 70 

Haply the seas and countries different 
With variable objects shall expel 
This something-settled matter in his heart, 
Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus 
From fashion of himself. What think you on 't ? 

PoL It shall do well : but yet do I believe 
The origin and commencement of his grief 
Sprung from neglected love. How now, Ophelia! 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said ; 
We heard it all. My lord, do as you please ; 180 

But, if you hold it fit, after the play 
Let his queen mother all alone entreat him 
To show his grief : let her be round with him ; 
And I '11 be placed, so please you, in the ear 
Of all their conference. If she find him not, 
To England send him, or confine him where 
Your wisdom best shall think. 

King, It shall be so : 

Madness in great ones must not unwatch'd go. \Exeunt, 
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Scene II. A hall in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Players. 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pronounced 
it to you, trippingly on the tongue : but if you mouth it, 
as many of your players do, I had as lief the town-crier 
spoke my lines. Nor do not saw the air too much with 
your hand, thus ; but use all gently ; for in the very torrent, 
tempest, and, as I may say, whirlwind of your passion, you 
must acquire and beget a temperance that may give it 
smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul to hear a robus* 
tious periwig-pated fellow tear a passion to tatters, to very 
rags, to split the ears of the groundlings, who for the most 
part are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb-shows and 
noise: I would have such a fellow whipped for o'erdoing 
Termagant ; it out-herods Herod : pray you, avoid it. 

First PI. I warrant your honour. 14 

Ham. Be not too tame neither, but let your own discretion 
be your tutor : suit the action to the word, the wqrd to the 
action ; with this special observance, that you o'erstep not 
the modesty of nature ; for any thing so overdone is from 
the purpose of playing, whose end, both at the first and now, 
was and is, to hold, as 'twere, the mirror up to nature ; to 
show virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, and the 
very age and body of the time his form and pressure. Now 
this overdone, or come tardy off, though it make the unskilful 
laugh, cannot but make the judicious grieve ; the censure 
of the which one must in your allowance o'erweigh a whole 
theatre of others. O, there be players that I have seen play, 
and heard others praise, and that highly, not to speak it 
profanely, that neither having the accent of Christians nor 
the gait of Christian, pagan, nor man, have so strutted and 
bellowed, that I have thought some of nature's journeymen 
had made men and not made them well, they imitated 
humanity so abominably. 32 

First PI. I hope we have reformed that indifferently with 
us, sir. 
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Ham, O, reform it altogether. And let those that play 
your clowns speak no more than is set down for them : for 
there be of them that will themselves laugh, to set on some 
quantity of barren spectators to laugh too, though in the 
mean time some necessary question of the play be then to 
be considered : that 's villanous, and' shows a most pitiful 
ambition in the fool that uses it. Go, make you ready. 41 

\Exeunt Players, 

Enter PoLONius, RoSENCRANTZ, and Guildenstern. 

How now, my lord ! will the king hear this piece of work ? 

PoL And the queen too, and that presently. 

Ham, Bid the players make haste. \Exit Polonius,'] 
Will you two help to hasten them.? 

fe. ! We >-"!. my lord. 

{Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, 

Ham, What ho ! Horatio ! 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor, ftere, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham, Horatio, thou art e'en as just a man 
As e'er my conversation coped withal. 50 

Hor, O, my dear lord, — 

Ham, Nay, do not think I flatter; 

For what advancement may I hope from thee. 
That no revenue hast but thy good spirits 
To feed and clothe thee ? Why should the poor be flatter'd ? 
No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp, 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dost thou hear ? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice 
And could of men distinguish, her election 
Hath seal'd thee for herself; for thou hast been 60 

As one, in suffering all, that suffers nothing, 
A man that fortune's buffets and rewards 
Hast ta'en with equal thanks : and blest are those 
Whose blood and judgement are so well commingled. 
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That they are not a pipe foi' fortune's finger 

To sound what stop she please. Give me that main 

That is not passion's slave, and I will wear him 

In my heart's core, ay, in my heart of heart, 

As I do thee. Something too much of this. 

There is a play to-night before the king; 70 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance 

Which I have told thee of my father's death : 

I prithee, when thou seest that act afoot. 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 

Observe my uncle : if his occulted guilt 

Do not itself unkennel in one speech. 

It is a damned ghost that we have seen, 

And my imaginations are as foul 

As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful note; 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face, 80 

And after we will both our judgements join 

In censure of his seeming. 

Hor. Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught the whilst this play is playing, 
And 'scape detecting, I will pay the theft. 

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must be idle : 
Get you a place. 

Danish march, A flourish. Enter King, Queen, Polo- 
Nius, Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, and 
other Lards attendant^ with the Guard carrying torches. 

King. How fares our cousin Hamlet? 
Ham. Excellent, i' faith ; of the chameleon's dish : I 
eat the air, promise-crammed : you cannot feed capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet ; these 
words are not mine. 9 1 

Ham. No, nor mine now. \To Polonius"] My lord, you 
played once i' the university, you say ? 

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a good 
actor. 

Ham. What did you enact? 
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PoL I did enact Julius Caesar ; I was killed i' the Capitol ; 
Brutus killed me. 

Ham, It was a brute part of him to kill so capital a calf 
there. Be the players ready ? loo 

Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 
Queen, Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 
Ham, No, good mother, here's metal more attractive. 
Pol, [To the King\ O, ho! do you mark that? 
Oph, You are merry, my lord. 
Ham, Who, I? 
oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham, O God, your only jig-maker. What should a man 
do but be merry ? for, look you, how cheerfully my mother 
looks, and my father died within 's two hours. 

oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. iii 

Ham, So long ? Nay then, let the devil we^r black, for 
I '11 have a suit of sables. O heavens ! die two months ago, 
and not forgotten yet? Then there's hope a great man's 
memory may outlive his life half a year : but, by 'r lady, 
he must build churches then; or else shall he suffer not 
thinking on, with the hobby-horse, whose epitaph is *For, 
O, for, O, the hobby-horse is forgot.' 

Hautboys play. The dumb-show enters. 

Enter a King and a Queen very lovingly; the Queen 
embracing him and he her. She kneels^ and makes show 
of protestation unto him. He takes her upy and declines 
his head upon her neck : lays him down upon a bank of 

flowers : shcj seeing him asleep y leaves him. Anon comes 
in afelloWy takes off his crown, kisses it, and pours poison 
in the King's ears, and exit. The Queen returns j 

finds the King dead, and makes passionate action. The 
Poisoner, with some two or three Mutes, comes in again, 
seeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried 
away. The Poisoner wooes the Queen with gifts: she 
seems loath and unwilling awhile, but in the end accepts 
his love, [Exeunt, 
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Oph. What means this, my lord? 119 

Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecho ; it means mischief. 
Oph. Belike this show imports the argimient of the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the players cannot 
keep counsel ; they '11 tell all. 

Prol. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We beg your hearing patiently. [Exit. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring ? 
oph. 'Tis brief, my lord. 
Ham. As woman's love. 

Enter two Players, King and Queen. 

PI. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart gone round 
Neptune's salt wash and Tellus' orbed ground, 131 

And thirty dozen moons with borrowed sheen 
About the world have times twelve thirties been. 
Since love our hearts and Hymen did our hands 
Unite commutual in most sacred bands. 

PI. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and moon 
Make us again count o'er ere love be done ! 
But, woe is me, you are so sick of late. 
So far from cheer and from your former state, 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust, 140 

Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 
For women's fear and love holds quantity ; 
In neither aught, or in extremity. 
Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ; 
And as my love is sized, my fear is so : 
Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 

PL King. Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly too ; 
My operant powers their functions leave to do ; 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 150 

Honoured, beloved ; and haply one as kind 
For husband shalt thou — 
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PL Queen, O, confound the rest ! 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 
In second husband let me be accurst ! 
None wed the second but who kilPd the first 

Ham, [Aside] Wormwood, wormwood. 

P/, Queen. The instances that second marriage move 
Are base respects of thrift, but none of love : 
A second time I kill my husband dead, 
When second husband kisses me in bed. i6o 

PL King, I do believe you think what now you speak ; 
But what we do determine oft we break. 
Purpose is but the slave to memory, 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ; 
But fall unshaken when they mellow be. 
Most necessary 'tis that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 
What to ourselves in passion we propose. 
The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 170 

The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy : 
Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament ; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 
This world is not for aye, nor 'tis not strange 
That even our loves should with our fortunes change ; 
For 'tis a question left us yet to prove. 
Whether love lead fortune or else fortune love. 
The great man down, you mark his favourite flies ; 
The poor advanced makes friends of enemies. 180 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend; 
For who not needs shall never lack a friend, 
And who in want a hollow friend doth try. 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 
But, orderly to end where I begun. 
Our wills and fates do so contrary run 
That our devices still are overthrown : 
Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 
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So think thou wilt no second husband wed; 

But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead. 190 

PL Queen. Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light 1 
Sport and repose lock from me day and night < 
To desperation turn my trust and hope! 
An anchor's cheer in prison be my scope! 
Each opposite that blanks the face of joy 
Meet what I would have well and it destroy I 
Both here and hence pursue me lasting ^triic, 
If, once a widow, ever I be wife ! 

Ham. If she should break it now I 

PL King. 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here awhile ; 
My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 201 

The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps. 

PL Queen. Sleep rock thy brain ; 

And never come mischance between us twain! \Exit. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play? 

Q^een. The lady doth protest too much, methinks. 

Ham. O, but she '11 keep her word. 

King. Have you heard the argument ? Is there no of- 
fence in 't ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; no offence 
i' the world. 210 

King. What do you call the play? 

Ham. The Mouse-trap. Marry, how? Tropically. This 
play is the image of a murder done in Vienna ; Gonzago 
is the duke's name ; his wife^ Baptista : you shall see anon ; 
'tis a knavish piece of work : but what o' that ? your majesty 
and we that have free souls, it touches us not : let the galled 
jade wince, our withers are unwrung. 

Enter Lucianus. 

This is one Lucianus, nephew to the king. 

Oph. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret beti?«een you and your love, if I 
could see the puppets dallying. 221 
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Oph, Still better, and worse. 

Ham, So you must take your husbands. Begin, mur- 
derer ; leave thy damnable faces, and begin. Come ; * the 
croaking raven doth bellow for revenge.' 

Luc, Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
agreeing ; 
Confederate season, else no creature seeing; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecate's ban thrice blasted, thrice infected. 
Thy natural magic and dire property, 230 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

\Pours the poison into the sleeper's ear. 

Ham. He poisons him i' the garden for his estate. His 
name 's Gonzago : the story is extant, and written in very 
choice Italian : you shall see anon how the murderer gets 
the love of Gonzago's wife. 

Oph. The king rises. 

Ham. What, frighted with false fire.'* 

Queen. How fares my lord 1 

Pol. Give o'er the play. 

King. Give me some light : away ! 240 

All. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Why, let the stricken deer go weep, 
The hart ungalled play ; 
For some must watch, while some must sleep : 
Thus runs the world away. 
Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers — if the rest 
of my fortunes turn Turk with me — with two Provincial 
roses on my razed shoes, get me a fellowship in a cry of 
players, sir? 
Hor. Half a share. 250 

Ham. A whole one, I. 

For thou dost know, O Damon dear. 

This realm dismantled was 
Of Jove himself; and now reigns here 
A very, very— pajock. 
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Hor» You might have rhymed. 

Ham, O good Horatio, I '11 take the ghost's word for a 
thousand poimd. Didst perceive? 

Hot. Very well, my lord. 

Ham, Upon the talk of the poisoning? 260 

Hot. I did very well note him. 

Ham. Ah, ha ! Come, some music ! come, the recorders ! 
For if the king like not the comedy. 
Why then, belike, he likes it not, perdy. 
Come, some music ! 

Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

GuiL Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

Guti. The king, sir, — 

Ham. Ay, sir, what of him ? 

Guil. Is in his retirement marvellous distempered. 270 

Ham. With drink, sir? 

Guil. No, my lord, rather with choler. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more richer to 
signify this to the doctor: for, for me to put him to his 
purgation would perhaps plunge him into far more choler. 

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into some frame 
and start not so wildly from my affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir; pronounce. 

Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great affliction of 
spirit, hath sent me to you. 280 

Ham. You are welcome. 

Guil. Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not of the right 
breed. If it shall please you to make me a wholesome 
answer, I will do your mother's commandment : if not, your 
pardon and my return shall be the end of my business. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Guil. What, my lord? 
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Ham. Make you a wholesome answer ; my wit 's diseased : 
but, sir, such answer as I can make, you shall command ; 
or rather, as you say, my mother : therefore no more^ but to 
the matter : my mother, you say, — 

Ros, Then thus she says ; your behaviour hath struck her 
into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderful son, that can so astonish a mother ! 
But is there no sequel at the heels of this mother's ad- 
miration ? Impart. 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet, ere you 
go to bed. 

Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our mother. 
Have you any further trade with us? 301 

Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. So I do still, by these pickers and stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of distemper? 
you do surely bar the door upon your own liberty, if you 
deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice of the 
king himself for your succession in Denmark ? 309 

Ham. Ay, sir, but ' While the grass grows,' — the proverb 
is something musty. 

Re-enter Players with recorders. 

O, the recorders ! let me see one. To withdraw with you : 
— why do you go about to recover the wind of me, as if 
you would drive me into a toil ? 

Guil. O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my love is too 
unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you play 
upon this pipe? 

Guil. My lord, I cannot 

Ham. I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham, I do beseech you. 
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GuiL I know no touch of it, my lord. 

Ham, 'Tis as easy as lying : govern these ventages with 
your fingers and thumb, give it breath with your mouth, and 
it will discourse most eloquent music. Look you, these are 
the stops. 

GuiL But these cannot I command to any utterance 
of harmony ; I have not the skill. 329 

Ham. Why, look you now, how unworthy a thing you 
make of me ! You would play upon me ; you would seem 
to know my stops ; you would pluck out the heart of my 
mystery ; you would sound me from my lowest note to the 
top of my compass : and there is much music, excellent 
voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot you make it speak. 
'Sblood, do you think I am easier to be played on than a 
pipe? Call me what instrument you will, though you can 
fret me, yet you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 
God bless you, sir! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, and 
presently. 341 

Ham. Do you see yonder cloud that's almost in shape 
of a camel ? 

Pol. By the mass, and 'tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham, Methinks it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 

Ham. Or like a whale? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then I will come to my mother by and by. 
[Aside.'] They fool me to the top of my bent. — I will 
come by and by. 351 

Pol. I will say so. [Exit Polonius. 

Ham. *By and by' is easily said. Leave me, friends. 

[Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
'Tis now the very witching time of night. 
When churchyards yawn and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood, 

F 
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And do such bitter business as the day 

Would quake to look on. Soft ! now to my mother. 

heart, lose not thy nature; let not ever 

The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 360 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

1 will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 
My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites ; 
How in my words soever she be shent, 

To give them seals never, my soul, consent ! \Exit 

Scene III. A room in the castle, 

t 

Enter King, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern. 

King, I like him not, nor stands it safe with us 
To let his madness range. Therefore prepare you; 
I your commission will forthwith dispatch, 
And he to England shall along with you : 
The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near us as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunacies. 

Guil, We will ourselves provide; 

Most holy and religious fear it is 
To keep those many many bodies safe _ 

That live and feed upon your majesty. . id 

Ros, The single and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the mind. 
To keep itself from noyance ; but much more 
That spirit upon whose weal depends and rests 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone, but like a gulf doth draw 
What's near it with it : it is a massy wheel, 
FixM on the summit of the highest mount, 
To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortised and adjoined; which, when it falls, 20 

Each small annexment, petty consequence, 
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 
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King, Ann you, I pray you, to tins speedy voyage; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear. 
Which now goes too free-footed. 

Qfiil^ \ We will haste us. 

\Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem, 

Enter PoLONius. 

PoL My lord, he's going to his mother's closet : 
Behind the arras I '11 cbnvey myself. 
To hear the process ; I '11 warrant she '11 tax him home : 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 30 

'Tis meet that some more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partial, should o'erhear 
The speech, of vantage. Fare you well, my liege : 
I'll c^l upon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I know. 

King, Thanks, dear my lord. 

\Exit Polonius, 
O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 

A brother's murder. Pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as sharp as will : 

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent; 40 

And, like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin. 

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 

Were thicker than itself with brother's blood, 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 

To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy 

But to confront the visage of offence ? 

And what's in prayer but this twofold force. 

To be forestalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon'd being down ? Then I '11 look up ; 50 

My fault is past. But O, what form of prayer 

Can serve my turn ? * Forgive me my foul murder ? 

That cannot be ; since I am still possess'd 

Of those effects for which I did the murder, 

F 2 
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My crown, mine own ambition and my queen. 

May one be pardon'd and retain the offence? 

In the corrupted currents of this world * 

Offence's gilded hand may shove by justice, 

And oft His seen the wicked prize itself 

Buys out the law : but 'tis not so above ; 60 

There is no shuffling, there the action lies 

In his true nature, and we ourselves compelled, 

Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults, 

To give in evidence. What then? what rests? 

Try what repentance can : what can it not ? 

Yet what can it when one can not repent? 

O wretched state ! O bosom black as death ! 

O limed soul, that struggling to be free 

Art more engaged ! Help, angels ! make assay ! 

Bow, stubborn knees ; and,, heart with strings of steel, 70 

Be soft as sinews of the new-bom babe ! 

All may be well. [Rettres- and kneels. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now might I do it pat, now he is praying; 
And now I '11 do 't : and so he goes to heaven ; 
And so am I revenged. That would be scann'd : 
A villain kills my father; and for that, 
I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

O, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 
He took my father grossly, full of bread, 80 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May; 
And how his audit stands who knows save Heaven ? 
But in our circumstance and course of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him : and am I then revenged, 
To take him in the purging of his soul. 
When he is fit and seasoned for his passage? 
Nol 

Up, sword, and know thou a more horrid hent : 
When he is drunk asleep, or in his rage. 
Or in the incestuous pleasure of his bed ; 90 
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At game, a-swearing, or about some act 

That has no relish of salvation in 't ; 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven, 

And that his soul may be as damn'd and black 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. [Exit 

King, [Rising] My words fly up, my thoughts remain 
below : 
Words without thoughts never to heaven go. [Exit. 

Scene IV. The Queer^s closet. 

Enter Queen and PoLONius. 

PoL He will come straight. Look you lay home to him ; 
Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your grace hath screened and stood between 
Much heat and him. I'll sconce me even here. 
Pray you, be round with him. 

Ham. [Within] Mother, mother, mother! 

Queen. I '11 warrant you, fear me not. Withdraw, I hear 
him coming. [Polonius hides behind the arras. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter? 

Queen. Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended. 10 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 

Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 

Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet^ 

Ham. What's the matter now? 

Queen. Have you forgot me? 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so : 

You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife ; 
And — would it were not so! — ^you are my mother. 

Queen. Nay, then, I '11 set those to you that can speak. 
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Ham. Come, come, and sit you down ; you shall not 
budge ; 
You go not till I set you up a glass 20 

Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen, What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me? 
Help, help, ho ! 

PoL [Behind] What, ho ! help, help, help ! 

Ham, [Drawing] How now ! a rat ? Dead, for a ducat, 
dead ! [Makes a pass through the arras. 

Pol, [Behind] O, I am slain! [Falls and dies. 

Queen, O me, what hast thou done? 

Ham. Nay, I know not : is it the king ? 

Queen, O, what a rash and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham, A bloody deed t almost as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Queen, As kill a king! 

Ham, Ay, lady, 'twas my word. 30 

[Lifts up the arras and discovers Polonius, 
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 
I took thee for thy better : take thy fortune ; 
Thou find'st to be too busy is some danger. 
Leave wringing of your hands : peace ! sit you down, 
And let me wring your heart ; for so I shall, 
If it be made of penetrable stuff. 
If damned custom have not brass'd it so 
That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen, What have I done, that thou darest wag thy 
tongue 
In noise so rude against me? 

Ham, Such an act 40 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty. 
Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love 
And sets a blister there, makes marriage-vows 
As false as dicers' oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
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The very soul, and sweet religion makes 

A rhapsody of words : heaven's face doth glow ; 

Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 

With tristful visage, as against the doom, 50 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen, Ay me, what act. 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? 

Ham, Look here, upon this picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow ; 
Hyperion's curls, the front of Jove himself. 
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command; 
A station like the herald Mercury 
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill ; 
A combination and a form indeed, 60 

Where every god did seem to set his seal 
To give the world assurance of a man : 
This was your husband. Look you now, what follows : 
Here is your husband; like a mildewed ear. 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have you eyes ? 
You cannot call it love, for at your age 
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble. 
And waits upon the judgement : and what judgement 70 
Would step from this to this ? Sense sure you have. 
Else could you not have motion ; but sure that sense 
Is apoplex'd; for madness would not err. 
Nor sense to ecstasy was ne'er so thrall'd 
But it reserved some quantity of choice. 
To serve in such a difference. What devil was't 
That thus hath cozen'd you at hoodman-blind ? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all. 
Or but a sickly part of one true sense 80 

Could not so mope. 

O shame ! where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell, 
If thou canst mutine in a matron's bones, 
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To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And nielt in her own fire : proclaim no shame 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge, 
Since frost itself as actively doth bum 
And reason pandars will. 

Queen, O Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou tum'st mine eyes into my very soul; 
And there I see such black and grained spots 90 

As will not leave their tinct 

O, speak to me no more ; 

These words like daggers enter in mine ears ; 
No more, sweet Hamlet! 

Ham, A murderer and a villain ; 

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe 
Of your precedent lord ; a vice of kings ; 
A cutpurse of the empire and the rule, 
That from a shelf the precious diadem stole. 
And put it in his pocket ! 

Queen, No more! 

Ham, A king of shreds and patches — 

Enter Ghost. 

Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 100 

You heavenly guards ! What would your gracious figure ? 

Queen, Alas, he's mad! 

Ham, Do you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command ? 
O, say ! 

"" Ghost, Do not forget : this visitation 
Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose. 
But look, amazement on thy mother sits : 
O, step between her and her fighting soul : no 

Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works : 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham, How is it with you, lady..? 

Q^een* Alas, how is't with you, 
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That you do bend your eye on vacancy 

And ivith the incorporal air do hold discourse? 

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep; 

And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm, 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 

Start up and stand an end. O gentle son. 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper lao 

Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham, On him, on him ! Look you, how pale he glares ! 
His form and cause conjoin'd, preaching to stones, 
• Would make them capable. Do not look upon me ; 
Lest with this piteous action you convert 
My stem effects : then what I have to do 
Will want true colour ; tears perchance for blood. 

Queen, To whom do you speak this? 

Ham. Do you see nothing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all that is I see. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing hear? 

Q^en. No, nothing but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it steals away! 
My father, in his habit as he lived ! 132 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal ! 

[Exit Ghost. 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 

This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful music : it is not madness 
That I have utter'd : bring me to the test, 
And I the matter will re- word ; which madness 140 

Would gambol from. Mother, for love of g^ce, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul. 
That not your trespass but my madness speaks : 
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place, 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all within, 
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 
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Repent what's past, avoid what is to come, 

And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue ; 

For in the fatness of these pursy times 150 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg, 

Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good. 

Queen, O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart in twain. 

Ham, O, throw away the worser part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good night : but go not to my uncle's bed ; 
Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 
That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat, 
Of habits devil, is angel yet in this. 
That to the use of actions fair and good i6o 

He likewise gives a frock or livery. 
That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night, 
And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy ; 
For use almost can change the stamp of nature. 
And either .... the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night : 
And when you are desirous to be blest, 
I '11 blessing beg of you. For this same lord, 

[Pointing to Poiomus, 
I do repent : but heaven hath pleased it so, 170 

To punish me with this and this with me. 
That I must be their scourge and minister. 
I will bestow him, and will answfer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night. 
I must be cruel, only to be kind: 
Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. 
One word more, good lady. 

Queen, What shall I do? 

Ham, Not this, by no means, that I bid you do : 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 
Pinch wanton on your cheek, call you his mouse; 180 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses. 
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Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fingers, 

Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I essentially am not in madness, 

But mad in craft. 'Twere good you let him know ; 

For who, that's but a queen, fair, sober, wise, 

Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 

Such dear concemings hide? who would do so? 

No, in despite of sense and secrecy, 

Unpeg the basket on the house's top, 190 

Let the birds fly, and like the famous ape. 

To try conclusions, in the basket creep 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen, Be thou assured, if words be made of breath, 
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham, I must to England ; you know that ? 

Queen, Alack, 

I had forgot : 'tis so concluded on. 

Ham, There 's letters seal'd : and my two schoolfellows, 
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang'd, 200 

They bear the mandate; they must sweep my way, 
And marshal me to knavery. Let it work ; 
For 'tis the sport to have the enginer 
Hoist with his own petar : and 't shall go hard 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon : O, 'tis most sweet, 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. 
This man shall set me packing : 
1 11 lug the guts into the neighbour room. 
Mother, good night. Indeed this counsellor a 10 

Is now most still, most secret and most grave. 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 
Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you. 
Good night, mother. 

\Exeunt severally; Hamlet dragging in Polonius, 
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ACT IV. 

Scene I. A room in the castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and GuildensterN. 

King, There 's matter m these sighs, these profound heaves : 
You must, translate : 'tis fit we understand them. 
Where is your son? 

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little while. 

\Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 
Ah, mine own lord, what have I seen to-night ! 

King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 

Queen. Mad as the sea and wind, when both contend 
Which is the mightier: in his lawless fit, 
Behind the arras hearing something stir, 
Whips out his rapier, cries * A rat, a rat ! ' lo 

And in this brainish apprehension kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. O heavy deed! 

It had been so with us, had we been there ; 
His liberty is full of threats to all ; 
To you yourself, to us, to every one. 
Alas, how shall this bloody deed be answered? 
It will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrained and out of haunt, 
This mad young man : but so much was our love, 
We would not understand what was most fit; 20 

But, like the owner of a foul disease, 
To keep.it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill'd : 
O'er whom his very madness, like some ore 
Among a mineral of metals base, • 
Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

King. O Gertrude, come away ! 
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The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 

But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed 30 

We must, with all our majesty and skill, 

Both countenance and excuse. Ho, Guildenstem ! 

Re-enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 
Hamlet in madness hath Polonius' slain. 
And from his mother's closet hath he dragg'd him : 
Go seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray you, haste in this. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 
Come, Gertrude, we '11 call up our wisest friends ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do. 

And what 's untimely done 40 

Whose whisper o'er the world's diameter, 

As level as the cannon to his blank, 

Transports his poison'd shot, may miss our name 

And hit the woundless air. O, come away ! 

My soul is full of discord and dismay. [Exeunt, 



Scene H. Another room in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet.- 
Ham, Safely stowed. 

^il,\ [^f'^^^'»] Hamlet! Lord Hamlet! 

Ham, But soft, what noise? who calls on Hamlet? O 
here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. 

Ros, What have you done, my lord, with the dead body i 
Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto 'tis kin. 
Ros, Tell us where 'tis, that we may take it thence 
And bear it to the chapel. 
Ham, Do not believe it. 
Ros. Believe what? Jo 
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Ham, That I can keep your counsel and not mine own. 
Besides, to be demanded of a sponge! what replication 
should be made by the son of a king ? 

Ros. Take you me for a sponge, my lord ? 

Ham, Ay, sir ; that soaks up the king's countenance, his 
rewards, his authorities. But such officers do the king best 
service in the end : he keeps them, like an ape, in the comer 
of his jaw ; first mouthed, to be last swallowed : when he 
needs what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, 
sponge, you shall be dry again. 20 

Ros, I understand you not, my lord. 

Ham, I am glad of it : a knavish speech sleeps in a 
foolish ear. 

Ros, My lord, you must tell us where the body is, and 
go with us to the king. 

Ham, The body is with the king, but the king is not 
with the body. The king is a thing — 

Guil, A thing, my lord? 

Ham, Of nothing : bring me to him. Hide fox, and all 
after. \Exeunt, 

Scene III. ' Another room in the castle. 

Enter King, attended. 

King, I have sent to seek him, and to find the body. 
How dangerous is it that this man goes loose ! 
Yet must not we put the strong law on him : 
He's loved of the distracted multitude. 
Who like not in their judgement, but their eyes : 
And where 'tis so, the offender's scourge is weigh'd. 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and even. 
This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : diseases desperate grown 
By desperate appliance are relieved, 10 

Or not at all. 
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Enter Rosencrantz. 

How now 1 what hath befall'n ? 

Ros, Where the dead body is bestow'd, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Ros. Without, my lord ; guarded, to know your pleasure. 

King. Bring him before us. 

Ros. Ho, Guildenstem 1 bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 

King. Now, Hamlet, where 's Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

King. At supper! where? 19 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : a 
certain convocation of politic worms are e'en at him. Your 
worm is your only emperor for diet: we fat all creatures 
else to fat us, and we fat ourselves for maggots: your fat 
king and your lean beggar is but variable service, two 
dishes, but to one table : that 's the end. 

King. Alas, alas! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath eat of 
a king, and eat of the fish that hath fed of that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this? 

Ham. Nothing but to show you how a king may go a 
progress through the guts of a beggar. 31 

King. Where is Polonius? 

Ham. In heaven ; send thither to see : if your messenger 
find him not there, seek him i' the other place yourself. 
But^indeed, if you find him not within this month, you shall 
nose him as you go up the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. \To some Attendants. 

Ham. He will stay till you come. [Exeunt Attendants. 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety. 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 40 

For that which thou hast done, must send thee hence 
With fiery quickness : therefore prepare thyself ; 
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The bark is ready and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham, For England ? 

King, Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham, Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew'st pur purposes. 

Ham, I see a cherub that sees them. But, come; for 
England ! Farewell, dear mother. 

King, Thy loving father, Hamlet. 49 

Ham, My mother: father and mother is man and wife; 
man and wife is one flesh; and so, my mother. Come, 
for England! [Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed aboard; 
Delay it not ; I *11 have him hence to-night : 
Away! for every thing is seaPd and done 
That else leans on the affair : pray you, make haste. 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz and Guildenstem. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught — 
As my great power thereof may give thee sense. 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish swoird, and thy free awe 60 

Pays homage to us — thou mayst not coldly set 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full, 
By letters congruing to that effect, 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 
And thou must cure me : till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my haps, my joys were ne'er begun. [Exit, 

Scene IV. A plain in Denmark. 

Enter Fortinbras, a Captain, and Soldiers marching. 

Fort, Go, captain, from me greet the Danish king; 
Tell him that by his license Fortinbras 
Craves the conveyance of a promised march 
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Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 
If that his majesty would aught with us, 
We shall express our duty in his eye; 
And let him know so. 

Capt I will do't, my lord. 

Fort, Go softly on. [Exeunt Fortinbras and Soldiers, 

Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, 

and others. 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these? 

Capt. They are of Norway, sir. lo 

Ham. How purposed, sir, I pray you? 

Capt, Against some part of Poland. 

Ham, Who commands them, sir? 

Capt, The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 

Ham, Goes it against the main of Poland, sir, 
Or for some frontier? 

Capt, Truly to speak, and with no addition. 
We go to gain a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 
To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it; 20 

Nor will it yield to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham, Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 

Capt, Yes, it is already garrison'd. 

Ham, Two thousand souls and twenty thousand ducats 
Will not debate the question of this straw : 
This is the imposthume of much wealth and peace, 
That inward breaks, and shows no cause without 
Why the man dies. I humbly thank you, sir. 29 

Capt, God be wi' you, sir. \Exit, 

Ros, Will't please you go, my lord? 

Ham, I'll be with you straight. Go a little before. 

{Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
G 
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How all occasions do inform against me, 

And spur my dull revenge J What is a man, 

If his chief good and market of his time 

Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more. 

Sure, he that made us with such large discourse, 

Looking before and after, gave us not 

That capability and god-like reason 

To fust in us unused. / Now, whether it be 

Bestial obliyion, or some craven scruple 40 

Of thinking too precisely on the event,^ 

A thought which, quartered, hath but one part wisdom 

And ever three parts coward, I do not know 

Why yet I live to say * This thing 's to do ; ' 

Sith I have cause and will and strength and means 

To do 't. Examples gross as earth exhort me : 

Witness this army of such mass and charge 

Led by a delicate and tender prince, 

Whose spirit with divine ambition puff'd 

Makes mouths at the invisible event, 50 

Exposing what is mortal and unsure 

To all that fortune, death and danger dare. 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great 

Is not to stir without great argument, 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw 

When honour's at the stake. How stand 1 then, 

That have a father kill'd, a mother stain'd. 

Excitements of my reason and my blood. 

And let all sleep? while to my shame I see 

The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 60 

That, for a fantasy and trick of fame. 

Go to their graves like beds, fight for a plot 

Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Which is not tomb enough and continent 

To hide the slain? O, from this time forth, 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth! \ExiL 
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Scene V. Elsinore. A room in the castle. 

Enter Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman. 

Queen, I will not speak with her. 

Gent, She is importunate, indeed distract : 
Her mood will needs be pitied. 

Q^een What would she have? 

Gent, She speaks much of her father ; says she hears 
There's tricks i' the world, and hems and beats her heart. 
Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt. 
That carry but half sense : her speech is nothing. 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; they aim at it. 
And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts; 10 
Which, as her winks and nods and gestures yield them, 
Indeed would make one think there might be thought, 
Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

Hot, Twere good she were spoken with; for she may 
strew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 

Queen, Let her come in. [Exit Gentleman, 

{Aside] To my sick soul, as sin's true nature is. 
Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss: 
So full of artless jealousy is guilt, 
It spills itself in fearing to be spilt. 20 

Re-enter Gentleman, with Ophelia. 

Oph, Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark? 
Queen, How now,' Ophelia! 

Oph, \Sings\ 

How should I your true love know 

From another one? 
By his cockle hat and staff, 
And his sandal shoon. 
Queen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 
Oph, Say you? nay, pray you, mark. 

G 2 
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\Sings\ He is dead and gone, lady, 

He is dead and gone ; 30 

At his head a grass-gi:een tur^ 

At his heels a stone. 
Oh, oh! 

Queen. Nay, but, Ophelia, — 

Oph. Pray you, mark. 

\Sings\ White his shroud as the mountain snow, — 

£nter King. 

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Opk. [Sings\ 

Larded with sweet flowers; 

Which bewept to the grave did go 

With true-love showers. 

King. How do you, pretty lady? 39 

Oph. Well, God 'ild you ! They say the owl was a baker's 
daughter. Lord, we know what we are, but know not what 
we may be. God be at your table ! 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

oph. Pray you, let 's have no words of this ; but when 
they ask you what it means, say you this : 

[Sings\ To-morrow is Saint Valentine's day, 
All in the morning betime, 
And I a maid at your window^ 
To be your Valentine. 
King. How long hath she been thus? 50 

oph. I hope all will be welL We must be patient : but 
I cannot choose but weep, to think they should lay him 
i' the cold ground. My brother shall know of it : and so 
I thank you for your good counsel. Come, my coach ! Good 
night, ladies ; good night, sweet ladies ; good night, good 
night [Exit. 

King. Follow her close ; give her good watch, I pray 
you. [Exit Horatio. 

O, this is the poison of deep grief; it springs 
All from her father's death. O Gertrude, Gertrude, 
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When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 60 

But in battalions. First, her father slain : 

Next, your son gone ; and he most violent author 

Of his own just remove : the people muddied, 

Thick' and unwholesome in their thoughts and whispers, 

For good Polonius' death ; and we have done but greenly, 

In hugger-mugger to inter him : poor Ophelia 

Divided from herself and her fair judgement, 

Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts : 

Last, and as much containing as all these, 

Her brother is in secret come from France ; 70 

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 

And wants not buzzers to infect his ear 

With pestilent speeches of his father's death ; 

Wherein necessity, of matter beggar'd. 

Will nothing stick our person to arraign 

In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this. 

Like to a murdering-piece, in many places 

Gives me superfluous death. [A noise within. 

Queen, Alack, what noise is this? 

King. Where are my Switzers ? Let them guard the door. 

Enter another Gentleman. 
What is the matter? 

Gent. Save yourself, my lord : 80 

The ocean, overpeering of his list. 
Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste 
Than young Laertes, in a riotous head. 
Overbears your officers. The rabble call him lord; 
And, as the world were now but to begin. 
Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 
The ratifiers and props of every word, 
They cry * Choose we : Laertes shall be king ! ' 
Caps, hands and tongues applaud it to the clouds : 
* Laertes shall be king, Laertes king ! * 90 

Queen. How cheerfully on the false trail they cry ! 
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs! 

King. The doors are broke. \Noise within. 
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Enter Laertes, armed \ Tizxi^s following, 

Laer, Where is this king? Sirs, stand you all without. 

Danes. No, let's come in. 

Laer, I pray you, give me leave. 

Danes, We will, we will. \They retire without the door, 

Laer, I thank you : keep the door. O thou vile king, 
Give me my father ! 

Queen, Calmly, good Laertes. 

King. What is the cause, Laertes, 
That thy rebellion looks so giant-like ? loo 

Let him go, Gertrude ; do not fear our person : 
There's such divinity doth hedge a king. 
That treason can but peep to what it would. 
Acts little of his will. Tell me, Laertes, 
Why thou art thus incensed. Let him go, Gertrude. 
Speak, man. 

Laer, Where is my father? 

King, Dead. 

Queen, But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer. How came he dead? TU not be juggled with: 
To hell, allegiance! vows, to the blackest devil! no 

Conscience and grace, to the profoundest pit ! 
I dare damnation. To this point I stand. 
That both the worlds I give to negligence. 
Let come what comes ; only I '11 be revenged 
Most throughly for my father. 

King, Who shall stay you? 

Laer, My will, not all the world : 
And for my means, I '11 husband them so well. 
They shall go far with little. 

King, Good Laertes, 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father's death, is 't writ in your revenge. 
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That, swoopstake, you will draw both friend and foe, 121 
Winner and loser? 

Laer, None but his enemies. 

A7«^. Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide 1 11 ope my arms ; 
And like the kind life-rendering pelican, 
Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child and a true gentleman. 
That I am guiltless of yoiu: father's death. 
And am most sensibly in grief for it. 
It shall as level to your judgement pierce 130 

As day does to your eye. 

Danes. [IViMn] Let her come in. 

Laer, How now I what noise is that ? 

Re-enter Ophelia. 

O . heat, dry up my brains ! tears seven times salt, 

Bum out the sense and virtue of mine eye ! 

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight, 

Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May ! 

Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia! 

O heavens! is-'t possible, a young maid's wits 

Should be as mortal as an old man's life? 

Nature is fine in love, and where 'tis fine, 140 

It sends some precious instance of itself 

After the thing it loves. 

Oph. \Sings\ 

They bore him barefaced on the bier; 
Hey non nonny, nonny, hey nonny ; 
And in his grave rain'd many a tear, — 
Fare you well, my dove! 

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade revenge. 
It could not move thus. 

Oph. \Sings\ You must sing a-down a-down. 

An you call him a-down-a. 150 
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O, how the wheel becomes it ! It is the false steward, that 
stole his master's daughter. 

Laer, This nothing's more than matter. 

Oph, There 's rosemary, that 's for remembrance ; pray, 
love, remember : and there is pansies, that 's for thoughts. 

Laer, A document in madness, thoughts and remem- 
brance fitted. 

Oph, There 's fennel for you, and columbines : there 's 
rue for you ; and here 's some for me : we may call it herb 
of grace o' Sundays : O, you must wear your rue with a 
difference. There 's a daisy : I would give you some violets, 
but they withered all when my father died : they say he 
made a good end, — 163 

\_Sings'\ For bonny sweet Robin is all my joy. 

Laer, Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself,' 
She turns to favour and to prettiness. 

Oph, \Sings\ And will a' not come again? 
And will a' not come again? 
No, no, he is dead : 

Go to thy death-bed : 170 

He never will come again. 

His beard was as white as snow, 
All flaxen was his poll : 

He is gone, he is gone. 

And we cast away moan : 

God ha' mercy on his soul ! 

And of all Christian souls, I pray God. God be wi' you. 

\Exit: 
Laer, Do you see this, O God? 

King. Laertes, I must commune with your grief, 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart, 180 

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will, 
And they shall hear and judge *twixt you and me : 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give. 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 
To you in satisfaction ; but if not. 
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Be you content to lend your patience to us, 
And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, his obscure funeral, 190 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment o'er his bones. 
No noble rite nor formal ostentation. 
Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 
That I must call't in question. 

King, So you shall ; 

And where the offence is let the great axe fall. 
I pray you, go with me. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. Another room in the castle. 

Enter Horatio and a Servant 

Hor. What are they that would speak with me? 

Seru. Sea-faring men, sir : they say they have letters for 
you. 

Hor. Let them come in. \Exit Servant. 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. 

Enter Sailors. 

First Sail. God bless you, sir. 

Hor. Let him bless thee too. 

First Sail. He shall, sir, an 't please him. There 's a 

' letter for you, sir : it comes from the ambassador that was 

bound for England ; if your name be Horatio, as I am let to 

know it is. 12 

Hor. [Reads] * Horatio, when thou shalt have overlooked 
this, give these fellows some means to the king : they have 
letters for him. Ere we were two days old at sea, a pirate 
of very warlike appointment gave us chase. Finding our- 
selves too slow of sail, we put on a compelled valour, and in 
the grapple I boarded them : on the instant they got clear 
of our ship; so I alone became their prisoner. They have 
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dealt with me like thieves of mercy : but they knew what 
they did ; I am to do a good turn for them. Let the king 
have the letters I have sent ; and repair thou to me with as 
much speed as thou wouldest fly death. I have words to 
speak in thine ear will make thee dumb ; yet are they much 
too light for the bor^ of the matter. These good fellows will 
bring thee where I am. Rosencrantz and Guildenstem hold 
their course for England : of them I have much to tell thee. 
Farewell. He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet.' 

Come, I will make you way for these your letters ; 29 

And do't the speedier, that you may direct me 

To him from whom you brought them. \ExeunL 



Scene VII. Another room in the cattle. 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King, Now must your conscience my acquittance seal. 
And you must put me in your heart for friend, 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 
That he which hath your noble father slain 
Pursued my life. 

Laer, It well appears : but tell me 

Why you proceeded not against these feats, 
So crimeful and so capital in nature. 
As by your safety, wisdom, all things else. 
You mainly were stirr'd up. 

King, O, for two special reasons ; 

Which may to you perhaps seem much unsinew'd, 10 

But yet to me they are strong. The queen his mother 
Lives almost by his looks ; and for myself — 
My virtue or my plague, be it either which — 
She's so conjunctive to my life and soul. 
That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 
I could not but by her. The other motive. 
Why to a public count I might not go. 
Is the great love the general gender bear him ; 
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Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 

Would, like the spring that tumeth wood to stone, 20 

Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows. 

Too slightly timbered for so loud a wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 

And not where I had aim'd them. 

Laer. And so have I a noble father lost; 
A sister driven into desperate terms, 
Whose worth, if praises may go back again. 
Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
For her perfections : but my revenge will come. 29 

King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must not think 
That we are made of stuff so flat and dull 
That we can let our beard be shook with danger 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear more. 
I loved your father, and we love ourself ; 
And that, I hope, will teach you to imagine — 

Enter a Messenger. 

How now! what news? 

Mess. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet : 

This to your majesty; this to the queen. 

King. From Hamlet ! who brought them ? 

Mess. Sailors, my lord, they say ; I saw them not : 
They were given me by Claudio ; he received them 40 
Of him that brought them. 

King. Laertes, you shall hear them. 

Leave us. [Exit Messenger. 

[Recuisl * High and mighty. You shall know I am set 
naked on your kingdom. To-morrow shall I beg leave to 
see your kingly eyes : when I shall, first asking your pardon 
thereunto, recount the occasion of my sudden and more 
strange return. Hamlet.' 

What should this mean ? Are all the rest come back ? 
Or is it some abuse, and no such thing? 

Laer. Know you the hand? 

King. Tis Hamlet's character. * Naked!' 
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And in a postscript here, he says * alone.' 51 

Can you advise me? 

Laer, I *m lost in it, my lord. But let him come ; 
It warms the very sickness in my heart, 
That I shall live and tell him to his teeth, 
'Thus didest thou.' 

King, If it be so, Laertes — 

As how should it be so ? how otherwise ? — 
Will you be ruled by me? 

Laer, Ay, my lord; 

So you will not o'errule me to a peace. 

King, To thine own peace. If he be now retum'd, 60 
As checking at his voyage, and that he means 
No more to undertake it, I will work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device. 
Under the which he shall not choose but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe, 
But even his mother shall uncharge the practice 
And call it accident. 

Ljxer, My lord, I will be ruled; 

The rather, if you could devise it so 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk'd of since your travel much, 70 

And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality 
Wherein, they say, you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthiest siege. 

» 

Laer, What part is that, my lord? 

King, A very riband in the cap of youth. 
Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears 
Than settled age his sables and his weeds. 
Importing health and graveness. Two months since, 80 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy : — 
I've seen myself, and served against, the French, 
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And they can well on horseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in 't ; he grew unto his seat, 
And to such wondrous doing brought his horse, 
As had he been incorpsed and demi-natured 
With the brave beast : so far he topp'd my thought 
That I, in forgery of shapes and tricks, 
Came short of what he did. 

Lcter. A Norman was't? 

King, A Norman. 90 

LcLer, Upon my life, Lamond. 

King, The very same. 

Laer, , I know him well : he is the brooch indeed 
And gem of all the nation. 

King, He made confession of you, 
And gave you such a masterly report 
For art and exercise in your defence 
And for your rapier most especial. 
That he cried out, 'twould be a sight indeed 
If one could match you : the scrimers of their nation. 
He swore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 100 

If you opposed them. Sir, this report of his 
Did Hamlet so envenom with his envy 
That he could nothing do but wish and beg 
Your sudden coming o'er, to play with him. 
Now, out of this — 

Laer, What out of this, my lord ? 

King, Laertes, was your father dear to you? 
Or are you like the painting of a sorrow, 
A face without a heart? 

Laer, Why ask you this? 

King, Not that I think you did not love your father ; 
But that I know love is begun by time, no 

And that I see, in passages of proof, 
Time qualifies the spark and fire of it. 
There lives within the very flame of love 
A kind of wick or snuff that will abate it ; 
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And nothing is at a like goodness still, 

For goodness, growing to a plurisy, 

Dies in his own too much : that we would do 

We should do when we would; for this 'would' changes 

And hath abatements and delays as many 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 1 20 

And then this 'should' is like a spendthrift sigh, 

That hurts by easing. But, to the quick o' the ulcer : 

Hamlet comes back : what would you undertake. 

To show yourself your father's son in deed 

More than in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i' the church. 

King, No place indeed should murder sanctuarize ; 
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber. 
Hamlet return'd shall know you are come home : 
We'll put on those shall praise your excellence 130 

And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together, 
And wager on your heads : he, being remiss, 
Most generous and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruse the foils ; so that with ease. 
Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword unbated, and in a pass of practice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will do't : 

And for that purpose I '11 anoint my sword. 
I bought an imction of a mountebank, 
So mortal that but dip a knife in it, 
Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare, 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death 
That is but scratched withal : I '11 touch my point 
With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly, 
It may be death. 

King, Let 's further think of this ; 

Weigh what convenience both of time and means 
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May fit us to our shape : if this should £ul, 

And that our drift look through our bad performance, 150 

Twcre better not assayed : therefore this project 

Should have a back or second, that might hold 

If this did blast in proof. Soft ! let me see : 

We'll make a solemn wager on your cunnings: 

I ha't: 

When in your motion you are hot and dry — 

As make your bouts more violent to that end — 

And that he calls for drink, I '11 have prepared him 

A chalice for the nonce, whereon but sipping. 

If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck, 160 

Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise? 

Enter Queen. 

How now, sweet queen ! 

Queen, One woe doth tread upon another's heel. 
So fast they follow : your sister 's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer, Drown'd! O, where? 

Queen, There is a willow grows aslant a brook, 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
There with fantastic garlands did she come 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 170 

But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them : 
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies and herself 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide ; 
And mermaid-like awhile they bore her up : 
Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable of her own distress, 
Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element : but long it could, not be 180 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
PuU'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

iMer^ Alas, then she is drown'd? 
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Queen. Drown'd, drown'd. 

Laer. To6 much of water hast thou, poor Oiphelia, 
And therefore I forbid my tears : but yet 
It is our trick; nature her custom holds, 
Let shame say what it will : when these are gone, 
The woman will be out. Adieu, my lord : 
I have a speech of fire, that fain would blaze, 190 

But that this folly douts it. [Exit, 

King, Let's follow, Gertrude: 

How much I had to do to calm his rage ! 
Now fear I this will give it start again ; 
Therefore let's follow. [Exeunt, 
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Scene L A churchyard. 

Enter two Clowns, with spades^ &^c. 

First Clo, Is she to be buried in Christian burial that 
wilfully seeks her own salvation? 

Second Clo, I tell thee she is ; and therefore make her 
grave straight : the crowner hath sat on her, and finds it 
Christian burial. 

First Clo, How can that be, unless she drowned herself 
in her own defence? 

Second Clo, Why, 'tis found so. 

First Clo. It must be * se offendendo ' ; it cannot be else. 
For here lies the point : if I drown myself wittingly, it 
argues an act : and an act hath three branches ; it is, to act, 
to do, and to perform : argal, she drowned herself wittingly. 

Second Clo, Nay, but hear you, goodman delver. 

First Clo, Give me leave. Here lies the water; good: 
here stands the man; good : if the man go to this water 
and drown himself, it is, will he, nill he, he goes; mark 
you that ; but if the water come to him and drown him, he 
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drowns not himself : argal, he that is not guilty of his own 
death shortens not his own life. 

Second Clo, But is this law? 20 

First Clo, Ay, marry, is't; crowner's quest law. 

Second Clo, Will you ha' the truth on 't ? If this had 
not been a gentlewoman, she should have been buried out 
o' Christian burial. 

First ' Clo, Why, there thou say'st : and the more pity 
that great folk should have countenance in this world to 
drown or hang themselves, more than their even Christian. 
Come, my spade. There is no ancient gentlemen but 
gardeners, ditchers and grave-makers : they hold up Adam's 
profession. 30 

Second Clo, Was he a gentleman? 

First Clo, A' was the first that ever bore arms. 

Second Clo, Why, he had none. 

First Clo, What, art a heathen? How dost thou un- 
derstand the Scripture ? The Scripture says Adam digged : 
could he dig without arms? I'll put another question to 
thee : if thou answerest me not to the purpose, confess 
thyself— 

Second Clo, Go to. 

First Clo, What is he that builds stronger than either 
the mason, the shipwright, or the carpenter? 41 

Second Clo. The gallows-maker ; for that frame outlives 
a thousand tenants. 

First Clo, I like thy wit well, in good faith : the gallows 
does well ; but how does it well ? it does well to those that 
do ill : now thou dost ill to say the gallows is built stronger 
than the church : argal, the gallows may do well to thee. 
To 't again, come. 

Second Clo, * Who builds stronger than a mason, a ship- 
wright, or a carpenter ?' 50 

First Clo, Ay, tell me that, and unyoke. 
Second Clo, Marry, now I can tell. 

H 
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First Clo, To't. 

Second Clo. Mass, I cannot tell. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio, afar off. 

First Clo, Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your 
dull ass will not mend his pace with beating ; and, when you 
are asked this question next, say *a grave-maker': the 
houses that he makes last till doomsday. Go, get thee to 
Yaughan : fetch me a stoup of liquor. \Exit Second Clown. 
[He digs^ and sings] 

In youth, when I did love, did love, 60 

Methought it was very sweet, 
To contract, O, the time, for-a my behove, 
O, methought, there-a was nothing-a meet. 

Ham. Has this fellow no feeling of his business, that he 
sings at grave-making ? 

Hor. Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness. 

Ham. 'Tis e'en so : the hand of little' employment hath 
the daintier sense. 

First Clo. [Sings~\ 

But age, with his stealing steps, 

Hath claw'd me in his clutch, 70 

And hath shipped me intil the land. 

As if I had never been such. 

[Throws up a skull. 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it, and could sing once : 
how the knave jowls it to the ground, as if it were Cain's 
jaw-bone, that did the first murder ! It might be the pate 
of a politician, which this ass now o*er-reaches ; one that 
would circumvent God, might it not ? 

Hor. It might, my lord. 

Ham. Or of a courtier ; which could say * Good-morrow, 
sweet lord ! How dost thou, sweet lord ? ' This might be 
my lord such-a-one, that praised my lord such-a-one's horse, 
when he meant to beg it ; might it not ? 

Hor. Ay, my lord. 83 
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Ham* Why, e'en so : and now my Lady Worm's ; chap- 
less, and knocked about the mazzard with a sexton's spade : 
here's fine revolution, an we had the trick to see't Did 
these bones cost no more the breeding, but to play at 
loggats with 'em? mine ache to think on't. 

First Clo, [Sings] 

A pick-axe, and a spade, a spade, 

For and a shrouding sheet: * 90 

O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 

[Throws up another skull. 

Ham, There 's another : why may not that be the skull 
of a lawyer? Where be his quiddities now, his quillets, his 
cases, his tenures, and his tricks? why does he suffer this 
rude knave now to knock him about the sconce with a 
dirty shovel, and will not tell him of his action of battery ? 
Hum ! This fellow might be in 's time a great buyer of 
land, with his statutes, his recognizances, his fines, his double 
vouchers, his recoveries : is this the fine of his fines, and 
the recovery of his recoveries, to have his fine pate full 
of fine dirt ? will his vouchers vouch him no more of his 
purchases, and double ones too, than the length and breadth 
of a pair of indentures ? The very conveyances of his lands 
will hardly lie in this box; and must the inheritor himself 
havfe no more, ha ? 

Hor, Not a jot more, my lord. 107 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins ? 

Hor, Ay, my lord, and of calf-skins too. 

Ham, They are sheep and calves which seek out assur- 
ance in that. I will speak to this fellow. Whose grave's 
this, sirrah ? 

First Clo, Mine, sir. 

\Sings\ O, a pit of clay for to be made 
For such a guest is meet. 
Ham, I think it be thine, indeed : for thou liest in 't. 
First Clo, You lie out on't sir, and therefore 'tis not 
yours : for my part, I do not lie in 't, and yet it is mine. 

H 2 
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Ham, Thou dost lie in 't, to be in 't and say it is thine : 
'tis for the dead, not for the quick ; therefore thou liest. 

First Clo, 'Tis a quick lie, sir ; 'twill away again, from 
me to you. 

Ham, What man dost thou dig it for? 123 

First Clo, For no man, sir. 

Ham, ' What woman, then ? 

First Clo, For none, neither. 

Ham, Who is to be buried in't? 

First Clo, One that was a woman, sir; but, rest her 
soul, she's dead. 

Ham, How absolute the knave is ! we must speak by 
the card, or equivocation will undo us. By the Lord, 
Horatio, this three years I have taken note of it; the age 
is grown so picked that the toe of the peasant comes so 
near the heel of the courtier, he galls his kibe. How long 
hast thou been a grave-maker? 135 

First Clo, Of all the days i' the year, I came to 't that 
day that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 

Ham, How long is that since? 

First Clo, Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell that : 
it was the very day that young Hamlet was bom ; he that is 
mad, and sent into England. 

Ham, Ay, marry, why was he sent into England? 

First Clo, Why, because a' was mad : a' shall recover 
his wits there ; or, if a' do not, it 's no great matter there. 

Ham, Why? 

First Clo, 'Twill not be seen in him there ; there the 
men are as mad as he. 

Ham, How came he mad? 

First Clo, Very strangely, they say. 

Ham, How * strangely ' ? 150 

First Clo, Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 

Ham, Upon what ground? 
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First Clo, Why, here in Denmark : I have been sexton 
here, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he rot ? 

First Clo. V faith, if a' be not rotten before a' die, a' will 
last you some eight year or nine year : a tanner will last you 
nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another? 

First Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade, 
that a' will keep out water a great while ; and your water is 
a sore decayer of your dead body. Here 's a skull now : 
this skull has lain in the earth three and twenty years. 

Ham. Whose was it? 164 

First Clo. A mad fellow's it was : whose do you think 
it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

First Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue ! a' 
poured a flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This same 
skull, sir, was Yorick's skull, the king's jester. ^ 

Ham. This? 

First Clo. E'en that. 172 

Ham. Let me see. [Takes the skull."] Alas, poor Yorick ! 
I knew him, Horatio : a fellow of infinite jest, of most ex- 
cellent fancy: he hath borne me on his back a thousand 
times ; and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ! my 
gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips that I have kissed 
I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now? your 
gambols ? your songs ? your flashes of merriment, that were 
wont to set the table on a roar? Not one now, to mock 
your own grinning ? quite chop-fallen ? Now get you to my 
lady's chamber, and tell her, let her paint an inch thick, to 
this favour she must come ; make her laugh at that. Prithee, 
Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What's that, my lord? 185 

Ham. Dost thou think Alexander looked o' this fashion 
i' the earth ? 
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Hor, E'en so. 

Ham, And smelt sb ? pah ! \Puts down the skull. 

Hot, E*en so, my lord. 190 

Ham, To what base uses we may return, Horatio ! Why 
may not imagination trace the noble dust of Alexander, 
till he find it stopping a bung-hole? 

Hor, 'Twere to consider too curiously, to consider so. 

Ham, No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him thither 
with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it : as thus : 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander retumeth 
into dust ; the dust is earth ; of earth we make loam ; and 
why of that loam, whereto he was converted, might they not 
stop a beer-barrel ? 200 

Imperious Caesar, dead and tum'd to clay, 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away : 
O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter's flaw ! 

But soft ! but soft ! aside : here comes the king, 

Enter Priests, &c. in procession; the Corpse of Ophelia^ 
Laertes and Mowcners/ollowing J King, Queen, their 
trains, &c. 

The queen, the courtiers : who is this they follow ? 

And with such maimed rites? This doth betoken 

The corse they follow did with desperate hand 

Fordo it own life : 'twas of some estate. 

Couch we awhile, and mark. \Retiring with Horatio, 

Laer, What ceremony else ? 211 

Ham, That is Laertes, a very noble youth : mark. 

Laer, What ceremony else ? 

First Priest, Her obsequies have been as far enlarged 
As we have warrantise : her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o'ersways the order. 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodged 
Till the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints and pebbles should be thrown on her : 
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Yet here she is allow'd her virgin crants, 220 

Her maiden strewments and the bringfing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer, Must there no more be done? 

First Priest No more be done : 

We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls. 

JLaer. Lay her i* the earth; 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring ! I tell thee, churlish priest, 
A ministering angel shall my sister be. 
When thou liest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 230 

Queen, Sweets to the sweet : farewell ! 

[Scattering flowers, 
I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet's wife ; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid, 
And not have strew'd thy grave. 

Laer, O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head. 
Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Deprived thee of! Hold off the earth awhile, 
Till I have caught her once more in mine arms ; 

[Leaps into the grave. 
Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead, 
Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 240 

To o'ertop old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham, [Advancing\ What is he whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wandering stars, and makes them stand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers? This is I, 
Hamlet the Dane. [J^eaps into the grave, 

Laer, The devil take thy soul ! 

[Grappling with him. 
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Ham, Thou pray'st not well. 
I prithee, take thy fingers from my throat; 
For, though I am not splenitive and rash, 250 

Yet have I something in me dangerous. 
Which let thy wisdom fear : hold off thy hand. 

King, Pluck them asunder. 

Queen, Hamlet, Hamlet 1 

All, Gentlemen, — 

Hor, Good my lord, be quiet. 

\The Attendants part them^ and they come out of the grave. 

Ham, Why, I will fight with him upon this theme 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. 

Queen, O my son, what theme .? 

Ham, I loved Ophelia : forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 260 

Make up my sum. What wilt thou do for her? 

King, O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen, For love of God, forbear him. 

Ham, 'Swounds, show me what thou 'It do r 
Woo't weep.** woo't fight? woo't fast? woo't tear thyself? 
Woo't drink up eisel? eat a crocodile? 
I'll do't. Dost thou come here to whine? 
To outface me with leaping in her grave? 
Be buried quick with her, and so will I : 
And, if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 270 

Millions of acres on us, till our ground, 
Singeing its pate against the burning zone. 
Make Ossa like a wart ! Nay, an thou 'It mouth, 
I'll rant as well as thou. 

Queen, This is mere madness : 

And thus awhile the fit will work on him ; 
Anon, as patient as the female dove. 
When that her golden couplets are disclosed. 
His silence will sit 4rooping. 

Ham, Hear you, sir; 

What is the reason that you use me thus? 
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I loved you ever : but it is no matter ; a 80 

Let Hercules himself do what he may, 

The cat will mew and dog will have his day. \Exit, 

King, I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him. 
\To Laertes] [Exit Horatio, 

Strengthen your patience in our last night's speech; 
We'll put the matter to the present push. 
Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. 
This grave shall have a living monument : 
An hour of quiet shortly shall we see ; 
Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt, 



Scene II. A hall in the castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham, So much for this, sir : now shall you see the other ; 
You do remember all the circumstance? 

Hor, Remember it, my lord! 

Ham, Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me sleep : methought 1 lay 
Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly, 
And praised be rashness for it, let us know, 
Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well. 
When our deep plots do pall : and that should learn us 
There's a divinity that shapes our ends, 10 

Rough-hew them how we will, — 

Hor, That is most . certain. 

Ham, Up from my cabin, 
My sea-gown scarf 'd about me, in the dark 
Groped I to find out them; had my desire. 
Finger 'd their packet, and in fine withdrew 
To mine own room again; making so bold. 
My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 
Their grand commission ; where I found, Horatio, — 
O royal knavery! — an exact command, 
Larded with many several sorts of reasons 20 
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Importing Denmark's health and England's too, 
With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life. 
That, on the supervise, no leisure bated. 
No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 
My head should be struck off. 

. Hor, Is't possible? 

Ham, Here 's the commission : read it at more leisure. 
But wilt thou hear me how I did proceed? 

Hor, I beseech you. 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with villanies, — 
Or I could make a prologue to my brains, 30 

They had begun the play, — I sat me down, 
Devised a new commission, wrote it fair : 
I once did hold it, as our statists do, 
A baseness to write fair, and labour'd much 
How to forget that learning, but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman's service : wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

Hor. Ay, good my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king, 
As England was his faithful tributary. 
As love between them like the palm might flourish, 40 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear 
And stand a comma 'tween their amities. 
And many such-like ' As ' es of great charge. 
That, on the view and knowing of these contents. 
Without debatement further, more or less, 
He should the bearers put to sudden death, 
Not shriving-time allow'd. 

Hor. How was this seal'd? 

Ham. Why, even in that was heaven ordinant. 
I had my father's signet in my purse. 
Which was the model of that Danish seal ; 50 

Folded the writ up in the form of the other. 
Subscribed it,, gave 't the impression, placed it safely, 
The changeling never known. Now, the next day 
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Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent 
Thou know'st already. 

Hor, So Guildenstem and Rosencrantz go to^t. 

Ham, Why, man, they did make love to this employment; 
They ^x^ not near my conscience; their defeat 
Does by their own insinuation grow : 
'Tis dangerous when the baser nature comes 60 

Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Hor, Why, what a king is this ! 

Ham, Does it not, thinks 't thee, stand me now upon — 
He that hath kilPd my king and stain'd my mother, 
Popp'd in between the election and my hopes, 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life. 
And with such cozenage — is't not perfect conscience. 
To quit him with this arm? and is't not to be damn'd, 
To let this canker of our nature come 
In further evil? 70 

Hor. It must be shortly known to him from England 
What is the issue of the business there. 

flam. It will be short : the interim is mine ; 
And a man's life's no more than to say *One.' 
But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 
That to Laertes I forgot myself; 
For, by the image of my cause, I see 
The portraiture of his : I '11 court his favours : 
But, sure, the bravery of his grief did put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Hor. Peace I who comes here ? 80 

Enter OSRIC. 

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to Denmark. 

Ham. I humbly thank you, sir. Dost know this water- 
fly? 

Hor. No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for 'tis a vice to 
know him. He hath much land, and fertile : let a beast be 
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lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand at the king's mess : 'tis 
a chough ; but, as I say, spacious in the possession of dirt. 

Osr, Sweet lord, if your lordship were at leisure, I should 
impart a thing to you from his majesty. 90 

Ham, I will receive it, sir, with all diligence of spirit. 
Put your bonnet to his right use ; 'tis for the head. 

Osr. I thank your lordship, it is very hot. 

Ham, No, believe me, 'tis very cold ; the wind is northerly. 

Osr, It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 

Ham, But yet methinks it is very sultry and hot, or my 
complexion—: 

Osr, Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry, as 'twere, 
— I cannot tell how. But, my lord, his majesty bade me 
signify to you that he has laid a great wager on your head : 
sir, this is the matter — 10 1 

Ham, I beseech you, remember — 

[Hamlet m^oves him to put on his hoi, 

Osr, Nay, good my lord ; for mine ease, in good faith. 
Sir, here is newly come to court Laertes ; believe me, an 
absolute gentleman, full of most excellent differences, of very 
soft society and great showing : indeed, to speak feelingly of 
him, he is the card or calendar of gentry, for you shall find 
in him the continent of what part a gentleman would see. 

Ham, Sir, his definement suffers no perdition in you ; 
though, I know, to divide him inventorially would dizzy the 
arithmetic of memory, and yet but yaw neither, in respect of 
his quick sail. But, in the verity of extolment I take him to 
be a soul of great article ; and his infusion of such dearth 
and rareness, as, to make true diction of him, his semblable 
is his mirror, and who else would trace him, his umbrage, 
nothing more. 

Osr, Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 

Ham, The concernancy, sir ? why do we wrap the gentle- 
man in our more rawer breath ? 

Osr. Sir? 130 
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Hot, Is 't not possible to understand in another tongue ? 
You will do 't, sir, really. 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this gentleman ? 

Osr. Of Laertes? 

Hor, His purse is empty already ; all 's golden words are 
spent. 

Hatn, Of him, sir. 

Osr, I know you are not igfnorant — 

Ham, I would you did, sir ; yet, i^ faith, if you did, it 
would not much approve me. Well, sir ? 130 

Osr, You are not ignorant of what excellence Laertes is — 

Ham,, I dare not confess that, lest I should compare with 
him in excellence ; but, to know a man well, were to kngw 
himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the imputation 
laid on him by them, in his meed he 's unfellowed. 

Ham. What 's his weapon ? 

Osr, Rapier and dagger. 

Ham, That's two of his weapons: but, well. 139 

Osr, The king, sir, hath wagered with him six Barbary 
horses : against the which he has imponed, as I take it, six 
French rapiers and poniards, with their assigns, as girdle, 
hangers, and so : three of the carriages, in faith, are very 
dear to fancy, very responsive to the hilts, most delicate 
carriages, and of very liberal conceit. 

Ham, What call you the carriages ? 

Hor, I knew you must be edified by the margent ere you 
had done. 

Osr, The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 149 

Ham, The phrase would be more germane to the matter, 
if we could carry a cannon by our sides : I would it might be 
hangers till then. But, on : six Barbary horses against six 
French swords, their assigns, and three liberal-conceited 
carriages ; that 's the French bet against the Danish. Why 
is this * imponed,' as you call it ? 
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Osr, The king, sir, hath laid, sir, that in a dozen passes 
between yourself and him, he shall not exceed you three hits: 
he hath laid on twelve for nine ; and it would come to im- 
mediate trial, if your lordship would vouchsafe the answer. 

Ham, How if I answer *no'? i6o 

Osr, I mean, my lord, the opposition of your person in 
trial. 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall ; if it please his 
majesty, it is the breathing time of day with me ; let the foils 
be brought, the gentleman willing, and the king hold his 
purpose, I will win for him an I can ; if not, I will gain 
nothing but my shame and the odd hits. 

Osr. Shall I redeliver you e'en so? 
•Ham. To this effect, sir, after what flourish your nature 
will. 170 

Osr. I commend my duty to your lordship. 

Ham. Yours, yours. [Exit Osrtc] He- does well to com- 
mend it himself; there are no tongues else for's turn. 

Hot. This lapwing runs away with the shell on his head. 

Ham. He did comply with his dug before he sucked it. 
Thus has he — and many more of the same breed that I know 
the drossy age dotes on — only got the tune of the time and 
outward habit of encounter ; a kind of yesty collection, which 
carries them through and through the most fond and win- 
nowed opinions ; and do but blow them to their trial, the 

bubbles are out. 181 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to you by 
young Osric, who brings back to him, that you attend him in 
the hall : he sends to know if your pleasure hold to play with 
Laertes, or that you will take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes ; they follow the 
king's pleasure : if his fitness speaks, mine is ready ; now or 
whensoever, provided I be so able as now. 

Lord. The king and queen and all are coming down. 

Ham. In happy time. 190 
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Lord, The queen desires you to use some gentle enter- 
tainment to Laertes before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. [Exit Lord, 

Hor, You will lose this wager, my lord. 

Ham, I do not think so : since he went into France, 
I have been in continual practice ; I shall win at the odds. 
But thou wouldst not think how ill all 's here about my heart: 
but it is no matter. 

Hor, Nay, good my lord, — 

Ham, It is but foolery ; but it is such a kind of gain- 
giving, as would perhaps trouble a woman. 201 

Hor, If your mind dislike any thing, obey it. I will 
forestal their repair hither, and say you are not fit. 

Ham, Not a whit ; we defy augury : there is special 
providence in the fall of a sparrow. If it be now, 'tis not to 
come ; if it be not to come, it will be now ; if it be not now, 
yet it will come : the readiness is all ; since no man has 
aught of what he leaves, what is *t to leave betimes ? Let be. 

Enter King, Queen, Laertes, and Lords, Osric, and 
^M^r Attendants with foils and gauntlets; a table and 
flagons of wine on it. 

King, Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand from me. 
\The King puts Laertes* hand into Hamlefs. 

Ham, Give me your pardon, sir : I Ve done you wrong ; 
But pardon 't, as you are a gentleman. 211 

This presence knows. 

And you must needs have heard, how I am punish'd 
With sore distraction. What I have done, 
That might your nature, honour and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 
Was 't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Never Hamlet : 
If Hamlet from himself be ta'en away, 
And when he's not himself does wrong Laertes, 
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet denies it. 220 

Who does it, then? His madness : if't be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong'd ; 
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His madness is poor Hamlet's enemy. 

Sir, in this audience, 

Let my disclaiming from a purposed evil 

Free me so far in your most generous thoughts, 

That I have shot mine arrow o'er the house, 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature. 

Whose motive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour 230 

I stand aloof, and will no reconcilement. 
Till by some elder masters of known honour 
I have a voice and precedent of peace, 
To keep my name ungored. But till that time, 
I do receive your offer'd love like love. 
And will not wrong it. 

Ham, I embrace it freely. 

And will this brother's wager frankly play. 
Give us the foils. Come on. 

Laer, Come, one for me. 

Ham, I '11 be your foil, Laertes : in mine ignorance 
Your skill shall, like a star i' the darkest night, 240 

Stick fiery off indeed. 

Ljier, You mock me, sir. 

Ham, No, by this hand. 

King, Give them the foils, young Osric. Cousin Hamlet, 
You know the wager? 

Ham, Very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o' the weaker side. 

King, I do not fear it ; I have seen you both ; 
But since he is better'd, we have therefore odds. 
LMer, This is too heavy, let me see another. 

Ham, This likes me well. These foils have all a length ? 

[They prepare to play, 
Osr, Ay, my good lord. 250 

King, Set me the stoups of wine upon that table. 
If Hamlet give the first or second hit. 
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I Or quit in answer of the third exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ; 
The king shall drink to Hamlet's better breath ; 
And in the cup an union shall he throw, 
Richer than that which four successive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet speak, 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 260 

The cannons to the heavens, the heaven to earth, 
* Now the king drinks to Hamlet' Come, begin : 
And you, the judges, bear a wary eye. 

Ham, Come on, sir. 

Zuier, Come, my lord. [They play. 

Ham. One. 

Laer, No. 

Ham, Judgement. 

Osr, A hit, a very palpable hit. - 

Laer, Well ; again. 

King, Stay ; give me drink. Hamlet, this pearl is thine ; 
Here's to thy health. 

[Trumpets sound, and cannon shot off within. 
Give him the cup. 

Ham, I '11 play this bout first ; set it by awhile. 
Come. [They play ^ Another hit; what say you? 

Laer, A touch, a touch, I do confess. 270 

King, Our son shall win. 

Queen, He 's fat, and scant of breath. 

Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamlet 

Ham, Good madam! 

King, Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen, I will, my lord; I pray you, pardon me. 

King, [Aside] It is the poison'd cup: it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam; by and by. 

I 
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Queen, Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer, My lord, 1*11 hit him now. 

King. ' I do not think 't. 279 

Laer, [Aside'] And yet it is almost against my conscience. 

Ham, Come, for the third, Laertes : you but dally ; 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; 
1 am afeard you make a wanton of me. 

Laer, Say you so? come on. [They play. 

Osr, Nothing, either way. 

Laer, Have at you now ! 
[Laertes wounds Hamlet; then^ in scuffling^ they change 
rapiers^ and Hamlet wounds Laertes, 

King, Part them; they are incensed. 

Ham, Nay, come, again. [ The Queen falls, 

Osr, Look to the queen there, ho ! 

Hor, They bleed on both sides. How is it, my lord? 

Osr, How is 't, Laertes ? 

I^aer, Why, as a woodcock to mine own springe, Osric ; 
I am justly kilPd with mine own treachery. 291 

Ham, How does the queen ? 

King. She swounds to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my dear 
Hamlet, — 
The drink, the drink ! 1 am poison'd. [Dies, 

Ham, O villany! Ho! let the door be lock'd: 
Treachery! Seek it out. 

Laer, It is here, Hamlet : Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good ; 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 300 

Unbated and envenom'd : the foul practice 
Hath tum'd itself on me ; lo, here I lie. 
Never to rise again : thy mother 's poison'd : 
I can no more : the king, the king 's to blame. 
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Ham, The point envenom'd too! 
Then, venom, to thy work. [Stctbs the King, 

AIL Treason ! treason ! 

King. O, yet defend me, friends ; I am but hurt. 

Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned Dane, 
Drink off this potion. Is thy union here? 310 

Follow my mother. [King dies. 

Laer. He is justly served ; 

It is a poison tempered by himself. 
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Hamlet : 
Mine and my father's death come not upon thee. 
Nor thine on me! \pies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 
I am dead, Horatio. Wretched queen, adieu ! 
You that look pale and tremble at this chance. 
That are but mutes or audience to this act, 
Had I but time — as this fell sergeant, death, 320 

Is strict in his arrest — O, I could tell you — 
But let it be. Horatio, I am dead; 
Thou livest ; report me and my cause aright 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hor. Never believe it : 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane: 
Here's yet some liquor left. 

Ham. As thou'rt a man, 

Give me the cup: let go; by heaven, I'll have't. 
O good Horatio, what a wounded name. 
Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind me! 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, 330 

Absent thee from felicity awhile, 
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my story. {March afar off, and shot within. 

What warlike noise is this? 

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from Poland, 
To the ambassadors of England gives 
This warlike volley. 

I 2 
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Ham, O, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison quite o'er-crows my spirit : 
I cannot live to hear the news from England ; 
But I do prophesy the election lights 
On Fortinbras : he has my dying voice ; 340 

So tell him, with the occurrents, more and less, 
Which have solicited. The rest is silence. [Dies. 

Hor. Now cracks a noble heart. Good night, sweet 
prince : 
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest ! 
Why does the drum come hither? \March within. 

Enter Fortinbras and the English Ambassadors, 
with drums^ colours, and Attendants. 

Fort. Where is this sight? 

Hor. What is it you would see ? 

If aught of woe or wonder, cease your search. 

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc. O proud death, 
What feast is toward in thine eternal cell, 
That thou so many princes at a shot 350 

So bloodily hast struck? 

First Amb. The sight is dismal ; 

And our affairs* from England come too late : 
The ears are senseless that should give us hearing, 
To tell him his commandment is fulfilled, 
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstem are dead : 
Where should we have our thanks? 

Hor. Not from his mouth, 

Had it the ability of life to thank you : 
He never gave commandment for their death. 
But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 
You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 360 
Are here arrived, give order that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view; 
And let me speak to the yet unknowing world 
How these things came about : so shall you hear 
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Of carnal, bloody and unnatural acts, 
Of accidental judgements, casual slaughters, 
Of deaths put on by cunning and forced cause, 
And, in this upshot, purposes mistook 
FalPn on the inventors' heads: all this can* I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort, Let us haste to hear it, 370 

And call the noblest to the audience. 
For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune : 
I have some rights of memory in this kingdom. 
Which now tg claim my vantage doth invite me. 

Hot. Of that I shall have also cause to speak, 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more: 
But let this same "be presently performed. 
Even while men's minds are wild; lest more mischance 
On plots and Errors happen. 

Fort, Let four captains 

Bear JIamlet, like a soldier, to the stage ; 380 

For he was likely, had he been put on. 
To have proved most royally : and, for his passage. 
The soldiers' music and the rites of war 
Speak loudly for him. 
Take up the bodies: such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 
Go, bid the soldiers shoot. 

[A dead march. Exeunt^ bearing off the dead bodies; 
after which a peal of ordnance is shot off] 
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PREFACE. 



The story of King l^ear and his three daughters is told by 
Geoffrey of Monmouth in his ' Historia Britonum/ bk. ii. ch. 
11-15, and was probably derived by him from some Welsh 
legendary source. We are only concerned with the origin so 
far as regards Shakespeare, and this was undoubtedly Holin- 
shed's Chronicle (i. 19, 20, ed. 1577). Holinshed refers to 
the so-called Matthew of Westminster and to Geotfrey of 
Monmouth as his authorities, and relates the history of Leir 
as follows : — 

'Leir the son of Baldud, was admitted Ruler ouer the 
Britaynes, in the yeere of the world. 3105. at what time 
loas raigned as yet in luda. 

' This Leir was a prince of righte noble demeanor, gouerning 
his land and subiects in great wealth. 

* Hee made the towne of Caerleir nowe called Leicester, 
which standcth vpon y« Riuer of Sore. 

* It is written that he had by his wife three daughters 
without other issue, whose names were Gonorilla, Regan, 
and Cordilla, whiche daughters he greatly loued, but specially 
the yongest Cordeilla farre aboue the two elder. When 
this Leir therefore was come to great yeeres, and beganne 
to waxe vnweldy through age, he thought to vnderstand the 
affections of his daughters towards him, and preferre hir whome 
hee best loued, to the succession ouer the kingdome : there- 
fore hee firste asked Gonorilla the eldest, howe well shee 
loued him: the which calling hir Gods to record, protested, 
that she loued him more than hir owne life, which by righte 
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and reason shoulde be most deere vnto hir. With whiche 
answer the father beeyng well pleased, turned to the second, 
and demanded of hir how well she loued him : whiche answered 
(confirming hir sayings with greate othes) that she loued him 
more than tong could expresse, and farre aboue all other 
creatures of the world. Then called he his yongest daughter 
Cordeilla before him, and asked of hir what accompt she made 
of him: vnto whome she made this answer as foUoweth: 
Knowing the great loue and fatherly zeale that towards me 
you haue always borne, (for the whiche 1 may not answere you 
otherwise than I thinke, and as my conscience leadeth me) I 
protest vnto you, that I haue loued you euer, and shall con- 
tinually while I Hue, loue you as my naturall father, and if 
you woulde more vnderstand of the loue that I beare you, 
assertayn your selfe, that so much as you haue, so much you 
are worth, and so much I loue you, and no more. 

* The father being nothing content with this answere, married 
his two eldest daughters, the one vnto the Duke of Gomewale 
named Henninus, and the other vnto the Duke of Albania, 
called Maglanus : and betwixt them after his death, hee willed 
and ordeyned that his land should be deuided, and the one halfe 
thereof immediately should be assigned to them in hande : but 
for the thirde daughter Cordeilla, he reserued nothing. 

* Yet it fortuned, that one of the Princes of Gallia (which 
now is called France) whose name was Aganippus, hearing of 
the beautie, womanhoode, and good conditions of the sayd 
Cordeilla, desired to haue hir in marriage, and sente ouer to 
hir father, requiring that he myghte haue hir to wife: to 
whome aunswere was made, that hee mighte haue hys daughter, 
but for any dower hee coulde haue none, for all was promised 
and assured to hir other- sisters already^ 

* Aganippus notwithstanding this aunswere of denyall to 
receyue any thyng by way of dower with Cordeilla, toke hir 
to wife, only moued thereto (I saye) for respecte of hir person 
and amiable vertues. Thys Aganippus was one of the twelue 
Kyngs that r^led Gallia in those da;yes, as in the Brittish his- 
torie it is recorded. But to ptoceede, after that Leir was 
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fallen into age, the two Dukes that had married his two eldest 
daughters, thinking long ere the gouernemente of the land did 
con\(5 to their handes, arose against him in armour, & reft 
from him the gouernance of the land, vpon conditions to be 
continued for tearme of life : by y* whiche he was put to his 
portion^ that is, to Hue after a rate assigned to him for the 
maintenance of his estate, whyche in proces of time was 
diminished as well by Maglanus^ as by Henninus* But the 
greatest griefe that Leir toke, was to see the vnkindnesse of 
his daughters, which seemed to thinke that all was too much 
which their father hadde, the same being neuer so little : in so 
muche, that going from y* one to y« other, he was brought to 
that miserie, that vnneth^ would they allow him one seruaunt 
to waite vpon him. In the end such was the vnkindnesse, or 
(as I may saye) the vnnaturalnesse which he founde in his 
two daughters, notwithstanding their faire & pleasante wordes 
vttered in time past, that being constreyned of necessitie, he 
fled yo land, Sc sayled into Gallia, there to seke some comfort 
of his yongest daughter Cordeilla whom before time he hated. 
The Lady Cordeill hearing y* he was arriued in pore estate, 
she First sent to him priuily a certayne summe of money to 
apparell himselfe withal, & to reteyne a certayn number of 
seruants that mighte attende vpon him in honorable wise, as 
apperteyned to the estate whiche he had borne : and then so 
accompany ed, she appointed him to come to y* Court, which 
he did, & was so ioyfully, honorably, and louingly receiued, 
both by his son in law Aganippus, & also by his daughter 
Cordeilla, that his hart was greatly comforted: For he was 
no lesse honored, than if he hadde bin king of y® whole countrey 
himselfe. Also after y* he had enformed his son in law & his 
daughter in what sort he had bin vsed by his other daughters, 
Aganippus caused a mightie army to be put in a readinesse, 
& likewise a great nauie of Ships to bee rigged, to passe ouer 
into Britayne with Leir his father in law, to see him againe re- 
stored to his kingdome. It was accorded, that Cordeilla should 
also goe with him to take possession of y» land, y* whidie he 

^ Magbanus in the original. * btrdly. 
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promised to leaue vnto hir, as his * rightful! inheritour after his 
decesse, notwithstanding any former graunte made to hir 
sisters or to their husbands in any manner of wise. Here- 
vpon, when this army & nauie pf Ships wer ready, Leir & 
his daughter Cordeilla w* hir husband toke y® sea, & arriuing 
in Britaine, fought w* their enimies, and discomfited them in 
battaile, in y^ whiche Maglanus and Henninus were slaine: 
and then was Leir restored to his kingdome, which he ruled 
after this by the space of two yeeres, and then died, fortie 
yeres after he first began to raigne. His body w^as buried at 
Leycester in a vault vnder y® channel of the Riuer of Sore 
beneath the towne.* 

The same story is also found in La^amon's Brut (ed. Mad- 
den, vol. i. 123-158), with some differences of detail. The 
three daughters are there called Gornoille, Regau (as in 
Geoffrey), and Gordoille or Gordoylle, but there is a curious 
confusion with regard to the husbands of the two former, 
Gornoille is given to the duke of Cornwall, and Regau to the 
Scottish king, but afterwards the distribution followed by 
Shakespeare is mentioned as having been carried out as if 
it had been all along intended. This is in accordance with 
the story in Geoffrey of Monmouth, but is not clear 'from 
Holinshed*s account, which would lead us to suppose that 
Goneril was married to Cornwall and Regan to Albany. The 
chroniclers in verse and prose who follow Geoffrey repeat the 
narrative. See Robert of Gloucester (ed. Hearne), pp. 29-37 ; 
Fabyan (ed. Ellis, 181 1), pp. 14-16; Grafton (ed. 1809), 
pp. 35-37; The Mirror for Magistrates (ed. 1594), fol. 
47^, &c.; Spenser, Faery Queene (bk. iu cant. 10, st. 27-32), 
where Shakespeare first found the name Cordelia; and the 
ballad printed in Percy's Reliques. The subsequent history 
of Cordeilla as told by the Chronicler is prosaic as compared 
with Shakespeare's version, though her end was sufficiently 
tragic. She succeeded Leir and reigned as queen of Britain 
for five years, when after her husband's death her sisters' sons 
*Ieuied warre against hir, and destroyed a great part of the 

• • * hir in the orifirinal. 
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land, and finally tooke hir prisoner, and leyd hir fast in ward, 
wherwith shee tooke suche griefe, beeing a woman of a manly 
courage, and despayring to recouer libertie, there she slew 
hirselfe.* Whatever Shakespeare may have borrowed from 
the old story, Cordelia's fate and character are all his own. 
Other points of difference will be obvious upon comparison. 

But with the traditional history of Lear the dramatist has 
interwoven the narrative of the fortunes of another father 
who was brought to misery by the unfilial conduct of his son, 
and by the combination the plot is rendered more complex, 
and the interest in the development is increased in the highest 
degree. In Sir Philip Sidney's Arcadia, Lib. a (ed. 1598, 
pp. 133-138), Capell pointed out the episode from which 
Shakespeare appears to have derived his first conception of 
Gloucester. In the first edition of 1590 it is called 'The 
pitifuU state, and storie of the Paphlagonian vnkinde King, 
and his kind sonne, first related by the son, then by the blind 
father.' So much of it as is necessary for our purpose is here 
given from the edition of .1598, 

* It was in the kingdome of Galaeia, the season being (as 
in the depth of winter) verie cold, and as then sodainlie 
growne to so extreame and foule a storme, that neuer any 
winter (I thinke) brought forth a fowler child: so that the 
Princes were euen copelled by the haile, that the pride of the 
winde blew into their faces, to seeke some shrowding place 
which a certain hollow rocke offering vnto them, they made 
it their shield against the tempests furie. And so staying 
there, till the violence therof was passed, they heard the 
speach of a couple, who not perceiuing them, being hid 
within that rude canapie, held a straunge and pitifull disputa- 
tion, which made them step out, yet in such sort, as they 
might see vnseene. There they perceiued an aged man, and 
a young, scarcelie come to the age of a man, both poorely 
arrayed, extreamely weather-beaten ; the olde man blind, 
the young man leading him : and yet through all those mise- 
ries, in both there seemed to appeare a kind of noblenesse, 
not sutable to that affliction. But the first words they heard, 
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were these of the old man. Well Leonatus (said he) since I 
cannot perswade thee to leade me to that which should end 
my griefe, and thy trouble, let me now intreat thee to leaue 
me : feare not, my miserie cannot be greater then it is, and 
nothing doth become me but miserie : feare not the daunger 
of my blind steps, I cannot fall worse then I am : and do not 
I pray thee, do not obstinately continue to infect thee with 
my wretchednesse : but flie, flie from this region only worthie 
of me. Deare father (answered he) do not take away from 
me the only remnant of my happinesse : while I haue power 
to do you seruice, I am not whollie miserable. Ah my sonne 
(said he, and with that he groned, as if sorrow straue to 
breake his heart) how euill fits it me to haue such a sonne, 
and how much doth thy kindnesse vpbraid my wickednesse ? 
These dolefuU speeches, and some others to like purpose 
(well shewing they had not bene borne to the fortune they 
were in,) moued the Princes to go out vnto them, and aske 
the younger what they were? Sirs (answered he with a 
good grace, and made the more agreeable by a certaine noble 
kind of piteousnesse) I see well you are straungers, that know 
not our miserie, so well here knowne, that no man dare know, 
but that we must be miserable. Indeed our state is such, as 
though nothing is so needfiiU vnto vs as pitie, yet nothing is 
more daungerous vnto vs, then to make our selues so knowne 
as may stirre pitie ; but your presence promiseth that crueltie 
shall not ouer-runne hate : and if it did, in truth our state is 
sunke below the degree of feare. 

* This old man (whom I leade) was lately rightful! Prince of 
this countrie of Papblagonia, by the hard-hearted vngrateful- 
nesse of a sonne of his, depriued, not onely of his kingdome 
(wherof no forraine forces were euer able to spoyle him) but 
of his sight, the riches which Nature graunts to the poorest 
creatures. Whereby, and by other his vnnaturall dealings, he 
hath bene driuen to such griefe, as euen now he would haue 
had me to haue led him to the top of this rocke, thence to 
cast himselfe headlong to death : and so would haue made me^ 
who receiued my life of him, to be the worker of his destruc- 
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tion. But noble Gentlemen, said he, if either of you haue a 
father, and feele what dutifull affection is engraifed in a sonnes 
heart, let me intreat you to conueigh this afflicted Prince to 
some place of rest and securitie : amongst your worthie acts 
it shall be none of the least, that a king of such might and 
fame, & so vniustlie oppressed, is in any sort by you relieued. 

*But before they could make him answere, his father 
beganne to speake. Ah my sonne, said he, how euill an 
Historian are you, that leaue out the chiefe knot of all the 
discourse? my wickednesse, my wickednesse: and if thou 
doest it to spare my eares, (the only sense now left me proper 
for knowledge) assure thy selfe thou doest mistake me: and 
I take witnesse of that Sunne which you see (with that he 
cast vp his blind eyes, as if he would hunt for light) and wish 
my selfe in worse case then I do wish my selfe, which is as 
euill as may be, if I speake vntrulie, that nothing is so welcome 
to my thoughts, as the publishing of my shame. Therefore 
know you Gentlemen (to whom from my heart I wish that it 
may not proue some ominous foretoken of misfortune to haue 
met with such a miser as I am) that whatsoeuer my son (6 
God, that truth binds me to reproch him with the name of 
my son) hath said is true. But besides those truthes, this also 
is true, that hauing had in lawfull mariage, of a mother fit 
to beare royall children, this sonne (such a one as partly you 
see, and better shall know by my short declaration) and so 
enioyed the expectations in the world of him, till he was 
growne to iustifie their expectations (so as I needed enuie no 
father for the chiefe comfort of mortalitie, to leaue another 
ones-selfe after me) I was caried by a bastard sonne of mine 
(if at least I bs bound to beleeue the words of that base 
woman my concubine, his mother) first to mislike, then to 
hate, lastlie to destroy, or to do my best to destroy this sonne 
(I thinke you thinke) vndeseruing destruction. What wayes 
he vsed to bring me to it, if I should tell you, I should 
tediouslie trouble you with as much poisonous hypocrisie, 
desperate fraud, smooth malice, hidden ambition, and smiling 
enuie, as in anie lining person could be harboured : but I list 
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it not ; no remembrance of naughtinesse delights me but mine 
owne; and me thinks, the accusing his traps might in some 
maner excuse my fault, which certainlie I lothe to do. But 
the conclusion is, that I gaue order to some seruants of mine, 
whom I thought as apt for such charities as my selfe, to leade 
him out into a forrest, and there to kill him. 

* But those theeues (better natured to my sonne then my- 
selfe) spared his life, letting him go to leame to Hue poorely : 
which he did, gluing himselfe to be a priuate souldier in a 
countrey here by : but as he was ready to be greatly aduanced 
for some noble peeces of seruice which he did, he heard newes 
of me : who (drunke in my affection to that vnlawfull and vn- 
naturall sonne of mine) suffered my selfe so to be gouerned by 
him, that all fauours and punishments passed by him, all offices, 
and places of importance distributed to his fauorites ; so that 
ere I was aware, I had left my selfe nothing but the name of a 
King: which he shortly wearie of too, with many indignities 
(if any thing may be called an indignitie, which was laid vpon 
me) threw me out of my seat, and put out my eyes; and 
then (proud in his tyrannic) let me go, neither imprisoning, 
nor killing me; but rather delighting to make me feele my 
miserie; miserie indeed, if euer there were anie; full of 
wretchednesse, fuller of disgrace, and fullest of guiltinesse. 
And as he came to the crowne by so vniust means, as vniustlie 
he kept it, by force of straunger souldiers in Cittadeh, the neasts 
of tyrannic, and murderers of libertie ; disarming all his owne 
countrimen, that no man durst shew himself a wel-willer of 
mine : to say the truth (I thinke) few of them being so (con- 
sidering my cruell follie to my good sonne, and foolish kind- 
nesse to my vnkind bastard :) but if there were any who felt 
a pitie of so great a fall, and had yet any sparkes of vnslaine 
dutie left in them towards me; yet durst they not shew it, 
scarcelie with giuing me almes at their doores ; which yet was 
the onlie sustenance of my distressed life, no bodie daring to 
shew so much charitie, as to lend me a hand to guide my darke 
steps : till this sonne of mine (God knowes, worthy of a more 
vertuous, and more fortunate father) forgetting my abhomin- 
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able wrongs, not recking daunger, and neglecting the present 
good way hee was in of doing himselfe good, came hither to do 
this kind office you see him performe towards me, to my vn- 
speakeable griefe ; not onlie because his kindnesse is a glasse 
euen to my blind eyes of my naughtinesse, but that aboue all 
griefes, it grieues me he should desperatelie aduenture the 
losse of his well-deseruing life for mine, that yet owe more to 
Fortune for my deserts, as if he would carie mudde in*a chest 
of Chrystall: for well I know, he that now raigneth, how 
much so euer (and with good reason) he despiseth me, of all 
men despised ; yet he will not let slip any aduantage to make 
away him, whose iust title (ennobled by courage & good- 
nesse) may one day shake the seat of a neuer secure tyrannic. 
And for this cause I craued of him to leade me to the top of 
this rocke, indeed I must confesse, with meaning to free him 
from so serpentine a companion as I am. But he finding 
what I purposed, onely therein since he was borne, shewed 
himselfe disobedient vnto me. And now Gentlemen, you haue 
the true storie, which I pray you publish to the world, that 
my mischieuous proceedings may be the glorie of his fill all 
pietie, the onlie reward now left for so great a merite. And 
if it may be, let me obtaine that of you, which my sonne denies 
me: for neuer was there more pity in sauing any, then in 
ending me, both because therin my agonie shall end, & so 
you shal preserue this excellent yowng man, who else wilfully 
followes his owne ruine.' 

With the subsequent fortunes of the Prince of Paphlagonia 
and his two sons we are not concerned. It is sufficient to say 
that he is ultimately restored to his throne, the brothers are 
reconciled, and all ends happily. 

Such was the canvas on which Shakespeare painted his 
greatest tragic picture. It is true that in the year 1605 ap- 
peared 'The True Chronicle History of King Leir and his 
three daughters, Gonorill, Ragan, and Cordelia.* It was 
entered at Stationers* Hall by Simon Stafford the printer on 
the 8th of May in that year, and may possibly be the same 
which had been acted as long before as 1593, and entered 



xiv PREFACE. 

at Stationers* Hall, May 14, 1594. But beyond the fact 
that the history of Lear is the subject of this play, it has no 
further interest for us except perhaps as showing the differ- 
ence in workmanship between the common playwright and 
the great master in the craft, when they had to deal with the 
same human motives and passions. 

In the Gesta Romanorum (ed. Madden, p. 44; a story is 
told of the Emperor Theodosius which resembles the first 
scene of this play, and in Camden's Remaines (ed. 1605, 
p. 182) it is stated on the authority of an anonymous writer 
that Ina, King of the West Saxons, put his daughters' love to 
the same test. 

The date of Shakespeare's Lear can be ascertained with a 
greater degree of precision than that of most of his plays. It 
was first published in quarto in 1608, and two editions were 
printed in that year, with a title-page which appears to have 
been intended to emphasize the difference between the Lear 
of Shakespeare and the above-mentioned play. That of the 
earlier is as follows : — 

* M. William Shak-speare : / HIS / True Chronicle Historic 
of the life and / death of King Lear and his three / Daugh- 
ters. / fVitb the imfortunate life qf Edgar, sonne / and heire to 
the Earle of Gloster, and his / sullen and assumed humor of 
/ TOM of Bedlam : / As it <vjas played before the Kings Maiestie 
at Whitehall vpon / S, Stephans night in Christmas Hollidayes, 
I By his Maiesties seruants playing vsually at the Gloabe / on 
the Bancke-side. / London, / Printed for Nathaniel Butter, 
and are to be sold at his shop in Pauls Church-yard at the 
signe of the Pide Bull neere / S*. Austins Gate. 1608. / ' 

The title-page of the other edition coincides verbally with 
this, but instead of the imprint 'London, &c,,* it has only 
* Printed for Nathaniel Butter, 1608.' 

Some editors have stated that there were three quarto 
editions of 1608 ; but for this there is no evidence, as is shown 
in the Preface to vol. viii. of the Cambridge Shakespeare, 
p. xiii. 

The entry at Stationers' Hall is dated 26 Nov., 1607, and 



PREFACE, XV 

contains the same statement that the play was acted at White- 
hall before the King 'vpon St. Stephans night at Christmas 
last/ that is, on the 26th of December, 1606. Here we have 
therefore an inferior limit for the date of the play. The 
superior limit is supplied by the publication of Harsnet's 
Declaration of Popish Impostures, to which Shakespeare was 
indebted for the names of many of the devils in Edgar's 
speeches, as is shown by the quotations in the notes. This 
was published in 1603. If, therefore, we regard the 26th of 
December, 1606, as the date of its first performance, as seems 
not unlikely, the tragedy of King Lear must have been written 
between 1603 and the end of 1606. 

Another circumstance has been noticed as pointing to the 
date of this play, but it is well not to lay too much stress upon 
it. In iv. 6. 2a6 the folios read: — 

'Seek him out 
Upon the English party,* 

where the quartos have * British.* Now, by a royal proclam- 
ation issued Oct. 20, 1604, the names of England and Scotland 
were merged in the general title of Great Britain ; and there- 
fore it might be inferred that the line as it stands in the folios 
was written before Oct. 1604, and that it was corrected before 
the play was printed in 1608. But it is at least as likely that 
Shakespeare, writing not long after 1604, while the change 
was still fresh, and before the word 'British' had become 
familiar in men's mouths, may inadvertently have written 
'English' and subsequently changed it to 'British.' In the 
last line of Act iii. Scene 4, he had done the same with regard 
to the familiar line of the old ballad, ' I smell the blood of an 
Englishman,' and therefore it is on the whole probable that 
Lear was written after and not before the proclamation of 
James I in 1604. 

We are helped forward another step in determining the 
date by a passage in Gloucester's speech (i. 2. 96, &c.), ' These 
late eclipses in the sun and moon portend no good to us.' By 
those who observed the signs in the air and sky the great 
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eclipse of the sun, which took place in October, 1605, had 
been looked forward to with apprehension as the precursor 
of evil, especially as it was preceded by an eclipse of the 
moon within the space of a month. In arguing against such 
apprehensions, John Harvey, of King's Lynn, who reasoned 
with the * wisdom of nature,' in his book called A Discoursive 
Probleme concerning Prophesies, printed in 1588, wrote as 
follows (p. 119): — 

*Moreouer, the like concourse of two Eclipses in one, 
and the same month, shal hereafter more euidently in shew, 
and more effectually in deed, appeere, j4nno 1590. the 7. 
and 21. daies of luly: and j^nno 1598. the 11. and 25. 
dales of February; and jinno i6or. the 29. day of Nouem- 
ber, and 14. of December: but especially, and most notably 
JInno 1605. the second day of October, when the sunne 
shall be obscured aboue 11. digits, and darknes appeere euen 
at midday, the Moone at the very next full immediately pre- 
ceding hauing likewise beene Eclipsed. Wherfore as two 
Eclipses in the space of one month, are no great strange 
nouities, so if either they, or an huge fearefuU Eclipse of the 
Sunne were to iustifie or confirme this oracle: the author 
therof should haue staied his wisedome vntill after the fore- 
said yeere of Christ, 1605. when so rare a spectacle shall be 
scene, or the yeeres i6c6. 1607. or 1608. immediately follow- 
ing, when so mightie an Eclipse shall so perlously rage.' 

Reading this in connexion with the speech of Gloucester 
which has been referred to and with what Edmund, the sceptic 
of the time, subsequently (i. 2. 120, 124, 125) says, *0, these 
eclipses portend these divisions,' and, * I am thinking, brother? 
of a prediction I read this other day, what should follow these 
eclipses,' it can scarcely be doubted that Shakespeare had in 
his mind the great eclipse, and that Lear was written while 
the recollection of it was still fresh, and while the ephemeral 
literature of the day abounded with pamphlets foreboding 
the consequences that were to follow. If we imagine fur- 
ther that in Gloucester's words, 'machinations, hollowness, 
treachery, and all ruinous disorders follow us disquietly to our 
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graves/ there is a reference to the Gunpowder Plot of Nov. 
5, 1605, we have another approximation to the date. But 
without insisting too much upon this, it is, I think, highly 
probable that Shakespeare did not begin to write King Lear 
till towards the end of the year 1605, and that his attention 
may have been directed to the story as a subject for tragedy 
by the revival of the older play above mentioned, which was 
published in the same year. 

Having now reduced the period of composition to the 
narrow limits between the end of 1605 and Christmas, 1606, 
any attempt to assign the date more exactly must be purely 
conjectural and derived from internal evidence. It would be 
difficult to fix the precise season to which the storm in the 
third act is appropriate. Various indications in the previous 
act seem to point to the winter; such as the Fool's speech 
(ii. 4. 45), 'Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geese fly that 
way,' though of course this had also another meaning. Again, 
the signs of the gathering storm are wintry, * the bleak winds 
do sorely ruffle,* *'tis a wild night'; but Lear's apostrophe 
is addressed to a violent summer tempest, and so Kent de- 
scribes it. And in accordance with this all the colouring of 
the fourth act is of the summer. Lear is seen 

* Crown'd with rank fumiter and furrow-weeds, 
With hor-docks, hemlocks, nettles, cuckow-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining corn/ 

* Search every acre in the high-grown field,' points to July, and 
we must not insist too much upon strict botanical accuracy, 
for this would be late for cuckoo-flowers, as well as for the 
samphire-gathering in a subsequent scene, which generally 
takes place in May, Perhaps Shakespeare began the play in 
the winter of 1605 and finished it in the summer of 1606, 
while the fields were still covered with the unharvested corn, 
and the great storm of March was still fresh in his recollection. 
In the low estate of English literature which followed the 
Restoration of the Stuarts, King Lear suffered the humiliation 
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of being adapted for the stage by Nahum Tate, who shares 
with Nicholas Brady the honour which belongs to the metrical 
version of the Psalms. That Tate should have done this is 
not surprising, for he was poet laureat and a worthy successor 
to Shadwell ; but that for a hundred years the English piay- 
going public should have known Shakespeare's Lear only 
through the travesty of Tate, which Garrick acted and of 
which Johnson approved, is a significant fact, as showing the 
degradation of taste and the absolute dominion of mediocrity 
in literature. 

It has been objected to the editions of Shakespeare's plays 
in the Clarendon Press Series that the Notes are too exclu- 
sively of a verbal character, and that they do not deal with 
aesthetic or, as it is called, the higher criticism. So far as I 
have had to do with them, I frankly confess that aesthetic 
notes have been deliberately and intentionally omitted, because 
one main object of these editions is to induce those for whose 
use they are expressly designed to read and study Shakespeare 
himself, and not to become familiar with opinions about him. 
Perhaps too it is because I cannot help experiencing a cer- 
tain feeling of resentment when I read such notes that I am 
unwilling to intrude upon others what I should myself regard 
as impertinent. They are in reality too personal and sub- 
jective, and turn the commentator into a showman. With 
such sign-post criticisms I have no sympathy. Nor do I wish 
to add to the awful amazement which must possess the soul of 
Shakespeare when he knows of the manner in which his works 
have been tabulated and classified and labelled with a pur- 
pose after the most approved method like modern tenden%- 
scbriften. Such criticism applied to Shakespeare is nothing 
less than a gross anachronism. But the main objection I feel 
to aesthetic notes is that they are beside the scope and purpose 
of these books as vehicles of instruction and education. They 
would interfere with the independent effort of the reader to 
understand the author, and would substitute for that effort a 
second-hand opinion acquired from another which, both as re- 
gards method and result, is vastly inferior in educational value. 
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With regard to Lear itself, nothing more true has been ever 
said than was said long since by Hazlitt in his Characters of 
Shakespeare's Plays: *To attempt to give a description of 
the play itself or of its effect upon the mind, is mere imper- 
tinence/ And with this may be coupled the deliberate 
judgement of that fine critic and devout worshipper of 
Shakespeare, Charles Lamb : * Lear is essentially impossible to 
be represented on a stage.* His Essay on the Tragedies of 
Shakespeare, considered with reference to their fitness for 
stage representation, is of the greatest value and should be 
read as a whole as an example of the subtlest and profoundest 
criticism. I quote only what he says of our play: *So to 
see Lear acted, — to see an old man tottering about the stage 
with a walking-stick, turned out of doors by his daughters 
in a rainy night, has nothing in it but what is painful and 
disgusting. We want to take him into shelter and relieve 
him. That is all the feeling which the acting of Lear ever 
produced in me. But the Lear of Shakspeare cannot be 
acted. The contemptible machinery by which they mimic 
the storm which he goes out in, is not more inadequate to 
represent the horrors of the real elements, than any actor can 
be to represent Lear : they might more easily propose to per- 
sonate the Satan of Milton upon a stage, or one of Michael 
Angelo's terrible figures. The greatness of Lear is not in 
corporal dimension, but in intellectual : the explosions of his 
passion are terrible as a volcano : they are storms turning up 
and disclosing to the bottom that sea, his mind, with all its 
vast riches. It is his mind which is laid bare. This case of 
flesh and blood seems too insignificant to be thought on ; even 
as he himself neglects it. On the stage we see nothing but 
corporal infirmities and weakness, the impotence of rage; 
while we read it, we see not Lear, but we are Lear, — we are 
in his mind, we are sustained by a grandeur which baffles the 
malice of daughters and storms; in the aberrations of his 
reason, we discover a mighty irregular power of reasoning, 
immethodised from the ordinary purposes of life, but exerting 
its powers, as the wind blows where it listeth, at will upon 
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the corruptions and abuses of mankind. What have looks, or 
tones, to do with that sublime identification of his age with 
that of the heavens themsel'vesy when, in his reproaches to them 
for conniving at the injustice of his children, he reminds them 
that "they themselves are old"? What gesture shall we ap- 
propriate to this ? What has the voice or the eye to do with 
such things ? But the play is beyond all art, as the tamperings 
with it show: it is too hard and stony; it must have love- 
scenes, and a happy ending. It is not enough that Cordelia 
is a daughter, she must shine as a lover too. Tate has put his 
hook in the nostrils of this Leviathan, for Garrick-and his fol- 
lowers, the showmen of the scene, to draw the mighty beast 
about more easily. A happy ending ! — ^as if the living martyr- 
dom that Lear had gone through, — the flaying of his feelings 
alive, did not make a fair dismissal from the stage of life the 
only decorous thing for him. If he is to live and be happy 
after, if he could sustain this world's burden after, why all 
this pudder and preparation, — ^why torment us with all this 
unnecessary sympathy ? As if the childish pleasure of getting 
his gilt robes and sceptre again could tempt him to act over 
again . his misused station, — as if at his years, and with his 
experience, anything was left but to die.* 

For an analysis of the characters of the various personages 
I know nothing better than what is contained in the Intro^ 
duction to the play in the edition of Shakespeare by the Rev. 
H. N. Hudson (Boston, 1863), and in Mrs. Jameson's Cha- 
racteristics of Women. 

The present text has been taken from the Globe and Cam- 
bridge editions, with such slight omissions as were rendered 
necessary to adapt it for use in schools. 

WILLIAM ALDIS WRIGHT. 

Trinity College, Cambridge, 
Atigmt, 1875. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiC. 
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Lear, king of Britain. 
KING OF FRAtiCE. 

DUKE OF Burgundy. -~ -^.^c 
—Duke of CornwaluF- 

jf DUKfi of ALBANY.iJjr 

^^Earl of Kent, '^ 

Earl of GLoucEStER. ». ,- .. .. 

Edgar, son to Gloucester. 

Edmund, bastard son to Gloucester. 

CURAN, a courtier. 

Old Man, tenant to Gloucester. 

Doctor. 

Fool. 



OSWALD, Steward to GonerSI. 
A Captain employed by Edmund. 
Gentleman attendant on Cordelia. 
A Herald 
Servants to Cornwall. 

fCONERIL, 
^EGAN. 
CORDELIA, 



.} 



dai^hters to Lear. 



Knif^hts of Lear's train, Captains, Messen- 
i^ers. Soldiers, and Attendants. 

SCENE : Britain, 



ACT I. 



Scene I. King Lear*s palace. 

Enter KENT, GLOUCESTER, and EDMUND. 

Kent, I thought the king had more affected the Duke of 
Albany than Cornwall. 

Glou, It did always seem so to us: but now, in the division 
of the kingdom, it appears not which of the dukes he values 
most ; for equalities are so weighed, that curiosity in neither 
can make choice of either's moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord ? 

Glou. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge : I have 
so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I am brazed 
to it. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some year 

B 
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elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account : 
though this knave came something saucily into the world 
before he was sent for, yet was his mother fair, and he must 
be acknowledged. Do you know this noble gentleman, 
Edmund ? 

Edm, No, my lord. 

Glou. My lord of Kent : remember him hereafter as my 
honourable friend. 

Edm, My services to your lordship. 

Kent, I must love you, and sue to know you better. 20 

Edm, Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glou. He hath been out nine years, and away he shall 
again. The king is coming. 

Sennet, Enter one bearing a coronet^ KiNG Lear, Cornwalx, 
Albany, Goneril, Regan, Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Glou- 
cester. 



I 



xeunt Gloucester and Edmund, 



Glou. I shall, my liege. 

[Exeunt 

i^^r/Meantime we shall express our darker purpose. 
Give me the map there. Know we have divided 
In three our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our age; 30 

Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburthen*d crawl toward death. Our son of Cornwall, 
And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 
We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters* several dowers, that future strife 
May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy, 
Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love. 
Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn. 
And here are to be answer'd. Tell me, my daughters, 
Since nov; we will divest us both of rule, 40 

Interest of territory, cares of state. 
Which of you shall we say doth love us most ? 
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ACT I. SCENE 7. 3 

That we our largest bounty may extend 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril, 

Our eldest-born, speak first. 

Gon» Sir, I love you more than words can wield the 
matter ; 
Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty ; 
Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ; v 

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour ; 
As much as child e'er loved, or father found; 50 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 

^Cor, [Aside] What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be silent. 

X/ ^^^* ^^ ^^1 these bounds, even from this line to this. 
With shadowy forests and with champains rich*d. 
With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads. 
We make thee lady: to thine and Albany's issue 
Be this perpetual. What says our second daughter. 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall ? Speak. 

Reg, I am made of that self metal as my sister, 60 

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 
I find she names my very deed of love; 
Only she comes too short : that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys. 
Which the most precious square of sense possesses 
And find I am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness' love. 

/* Cor» [Aside] Then poor Cordelia 

)And yet not so, since I am sure my love 's 
^ More richer than my tongue. 

Lear, To thee and thine hereditary ever 70 

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 
No less in space, validity and pleasure, 
Than that conferr'd on Goneril. Now, our joy, 
Although the last, not least ; to^wKose young love 
The vines of France and milk of Burgundy 

B 2 
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Strive to be interess'd ; what can you say to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters? Speal:. 

Cor, Nothing, my lord. 

Lear, Nothing ! 

Cor, Nothing. 80 

Lear, Nothing will come of nothing : speak again. 

Cor, Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My hcirt into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond; nor more nor less. 

Lear, How, how, Cordelia ! mend your speech a little, 
Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor, Good my lord, 

You have begot me, bred me, loved me : I 
Return those duties back as are right fit. 
Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 
Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 90 

They love you all ? Haply, when I shall wed, 
That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry 
Half my love with him, half my care and duty : 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 
To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes thy heart with this ? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord. 

Lear, So young, and so untender? i 

Cor, So wungj^my lord, and true. '^^' \ CuA^ 

Lear.^^et it be so ; thy truth then be thy dower : 
For, by the sacred radiance of the sun, ico 

The mysteries of Hecate and the night; 
By all the operation of the orbs 
From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 
Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a stranger to my heart and me 
Hold thee from this for ever. The barbarous Scythian, 



ACT I, SCENE I. 5 



o 



rf^i 



Or he that makes his generation messes 

To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 

Be as well neighboured, pitied and relievod. no 

As thou my sometime daughter. ^ j^'^^ 

Kent. i pGood my liege, — 

Lear, Peace, Kent J * 

Come not between the dragon and his wrath. 
I loved her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. Hence, and avoid my sight ! 
So be my grave my peace, as here I give 
Her father's heart from her ! Gall France. Who stirs ? 
Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany, 
With my two daughters' dowers digest this third: 

ride, which she calls plainness, marry her. lao 

I do invest you jointly with my power. 
Pre-eminence and all the hrge effects 
That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly course, 
With reservation of an hundred knlghts> 
By you fo be sustain'd, shall our abode 
Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 
The name and all the additions to a king; 
The sway, revenue, execution of the rest, 
Beloved sons, be yours : which to ^onfirm. 
This coronet part betwixt you. ^^- \Grving the crowtt, 

Kent. T^ Royal Lear, 130 

Whom I have ever honour'd as my king. 
Loved as my father, as my master foUow'd, 
As my great patron thought on in my prayers, — 

Lear. The bow is bent and drawn; make from the 
shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart ; be Kent unmannerly. 
When Lear is mad. What wotrtdst thou do, old man? 
Think'st thou that duty shall have dread to speak, 
When power to flattery bows? To plainness honour ':• 
bound. 
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When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom; 140 

And in thy best consideration check 

This hideous rashness : answer my life my judgement, 

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 

Nor are those empty-hearted whose J ow so und 

Reverbs no hoTIowness , 

Lear, ~ Kent, on thy life, no more. 

Kent, My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thy enemies; nor fear to lose it, 
Thy safety being the motive. 

/"Lear, Out of my sight ! 

/ Kent, See better, Lear, and let me still remain 
/ Th^ true blank of thine eye. 150 

I Lear, Now, by Apollo, — 

\ Kent, Now, by Apollo, king, 

\ Thou swear'st thy gods in vain. 

j Lear, O, vassal ! miscreant ! 

) \Laymg his hand on his s<u)ord, 

Y Alb, 



^ ' V Dear sir, forbear. 



Kent, Do ; 
Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow. 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy doom; 
Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 
riUell thee thou dost evil. 

Lear, Hear me, recreant! 

On thine allegiance, hear me ! 

Since thou hast sought to make us break .our vow, 160 
Which we durst never yet, and with strain'd pride 
To come between our sentence and our power. 
Which nor our nature nor our place can bear, 
Our potency made good, take thy reward. 
Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world, 
And on the sixth to turn thy hated back 
Upon our kingdom: if, on the tenth day following, 
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Thy banish*d trunk be found in our dominions, 

The moment is thy death. Away ! By Jupiter, 170 

This shall not be revoked. 

Kent, Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou wilt appear. 
Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here. 
[7o Cordelia^ TTie gods to their dear shelter take thee, 

maid. 
That justly think'st and hast i^ostrjghtlvjafid ! 
[7o Regan and Goneril] And youn laKespeeChes may your 

deeds approve. 
That good effects may ^spring from words of love. 
Tims Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu; 
>-» /Ie*ll shape his old course in a country new. [Exit, 

Flourish, /Re-enter GLOUCESTER, <with FRANCE, BURGUNDY, 
T^ and Attendants. 

Glou, Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord. 180 

Lear, My lord of Burgundy, 
We first address towards you, who with this king 
Hath rivaird for our daughter: what, in the least. 
Will you require in present dower with her, 
Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur, Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offered. 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear, Right noble Burgundy, 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so; 
But now her price is falPn. Sir, there she stands: 
If aught within that little seeming substance, 190 

Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced, 
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 
She 's there, and she is yours. 

Bur, I know no answer. 

Lear. Will you, with those infirmities she owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 
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Dower'd with our curse and strangerM with our oath, 
Take her, or leave her? 

Bur. Pardon me, royal sir; 

Election makes not up on such conditions. 

Lean Then leave her, sir ; for, by the power that 
made me, 

1 tell you all her wealth. \To France] For you, great king, 
I would not from your love make such a stray, 201 
To match you where I hate ; therefore beseech you 

To avert your liking a more worthier way 
Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange. 

That she, that even but now was your best object. 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age, 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle 
So many folds of favour. Sure, her offence 3 10 

Must be of such unnatural degree. 
That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection 
Fall'n into taint: which to believe of her, 
Must be a faith that reason without miracle 
C£uld never plant in me^^ /X/ 

Cor. \ I yet beseech your majesty,— 

If for I want that glib indnoily art. 
To speak and purpose not, since what I well intend, 
I'll do't before I speak, — that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 
No unchaste action, or dishonoured step, 230 

That hath deprived me of your grace and favour; 
But even for want of that for which I am richer, 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
As I am glad I have not, though not to have it 
Hath lost me in your liking. 

Lear. Better thou 

Hadst not been born than not to have pleased me better. 



ACT I, SCENE I. 9 

France. Is it but this, a tardiness in nature. 
Which often leaves the history unspoke 
That it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady? Love's not love 230 

When it is mingled with regards that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself proposed, 
And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 
Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing: I have sworn; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father 
That you must lose a husband. 

(rfft — Peace be with Burgundy ! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love, 240 

L^hall not be his wife. 

*^^rance. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor; 
Most choice, forsaken ; and most loved, despised ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 
Be it lawful I take up what's cast away. 
Gods, gods ! 'tis strange that from their cold'st neglect 
My love should kindle to inflamed respect. 
Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 
Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy 250 

Can buy this unprized precious maid of me. 
Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 
Thou losest here, a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France ; let her be thine ; for we 
Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again. Therefore be gone 
Without our grace, our love, our benison. 

» Come, noble Burgundy. 

^O^J^EiourUb. Exeunt all but France, Goner il, Regan ^ and Cordelia. 

France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 
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Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash*d eyes 260 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults as they are named. Use well our father: 
To your professed bosoms I commit him: 
But yet, alas, stood I within his grace, 
I would prefer him to a better place. 
So farewell to you both. 

R^g. Prescribe not us our duties. 

Gon. Let your study 

Be to content your lord, who hath received you 
At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted, 270 

And well are worth the want that you have wanted. 

Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides: 
Who cover faults, at last shame them derides. 
Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my 'fair Cordelia. 

[Exeunt France and Cordelia. 

Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say of what most 
nearly appertains to us both. I think our father will hence 
to-night. 

Reg. That's most certain, and with you; next month 
with us. 279 

Gon. You see how full of changes his age is ; the obser- 
vation we have made of it hath not been little : be always 
loved our sister most; and with what poor judgement he 
hath now cast her off appears too grossly. 

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he hath ever but\ 
slenderly known himself. ^ 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath been but 
rash; then must we look to receive from his age, not alone 
the imperfections of long ingrafted condition, but therewithal 
the unruly waywardness that infirm and choleric years bring 
with them. 290 

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have from 
him as this of Kent's banishment. 
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Gon. There is further compliment of leave-taking between 
France and him. Pray you, let *s hit together : if our father 
carry auttlcsflty with such dispositions as he bears, this last 
surrender of -la will but offend us. 

Rfg. We shair farther think on 't. 

Gon. We must do something, and i' the heat. 

^^V^^-*^ Scene II. T>{v Earl of GlAcester's castle. 

Enter EDMUND, <witb a letter. 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services are bound. Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom, and permit 
The curiosity of nations to deprive me, 
For that I am some twelve or fourteen moonshines 
Lag of a brother ? Why bastard ? wherefore base ? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 
My mind as generous and my shape as true, 
As honest madam's issue ? Why brand they us 
With base? with baseness? bastardy? base, base? lo 

Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land: 
Our father's love is to the bastard Edmund 
As to the legitimate: fine word, 'legitimate'! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed 
And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper : 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

Enter GLOUCESTER. 

Glou. Kent banish'd thus ! and France in choler parted ! 
And the king gone to-night ! subscribed his power ! 
Confined to exhibition! All this done 20 

Upon the gad ! Edmund, how now \ what news ? 

Edm. So please your lordship, none. 

{Putting up the letter. 
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Glou. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that ttter? 

Edm. I know no news, my lord. jr ~ 

Clou. What paper were you readmg ? 4^" 

Edm, Nothing, my lord. ^~ 

Glou, No? What needed then that terrible dispatch of 
it into your pocket? the quality of nothing hath not such 
need to hideJ tseLf* Let *s see : come, if it be nothing, I 
shall not need spectacles. 30 

Edm, I beseech you, sir, pardon me: it is a letter from 
my brother, that I have not all o'er-read ; and for so much 
as I have perused, I find it not fit for your o'er-looking. 

Glou. Give me the letter, sir. 

Edm, I shall offend, either to detain or give it. The 
contents, as in part I understand them, are to blame. 

Glou. Let's see, let's see. 

Edm, I hope, for my brother's justification, he wrote 
this but as an essay or taste of my virtue. 39 

Glou, [Reads^ * This policy and reverence of age makes 
the world bitter to the best of our times; keeps our for- 
tunes from us till our oldness cannot relish them. I begin 
to find an idle and fond bondage in the oppression of aged 
tyranny; who sways, not as it hath power, but as it is 
suffered. Come to me, that of this I may speak more. If 
our father would sleep till I waked him, you should enjoy 
half his revenue for ever, and live the beloved of your 
brother, Edgar.* 

Hum !— Conspiracy !— * Sleep till I waked him, you should 
enjoy half his revenue,' — My son Edgar ! Had he a hand 
to write this? a heart and brain to breed it in? When 
came this to you? who brought it? 52 

Edm, It was not brought me, my lord; there's the 
cunning of it ; I found it thrown in at the casement of my 
closet. 
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Ghu, You know the character to be your brother's? 

Edm, If the matter were good, my lord, I durst swear 
it were his; but, in respect of that, I would fain think it 
were not. 

Glou. It is his# 60 

Edm, It is his hand, my lord ; but I hope his heart is 
not in the contents. 

Glou, Hath he never heretofore sounded you in this 
business ? 

Edm. Never, my lord: but I have heard him oft main- 
tain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, and fathers 
declining, the father should be as ward to the son, and the 
son manage his revenue. 

Glou, O villain, villain I His very opinion in the letter ! 
Abhorred villain ! Unnatural, detested, brutish villain ! worse 
than brutish ! Go, sirrah, seek him ; ay, apprehend him : 
abominable villain! Where is he? 72 

F'^fft, I do not well know, my lord. If it shall please 
you to suspend your indignation against my brother till 
you can derive from him better testimony of his intent, 
you shall run a certain course; where, if you violently 
proceed against him, mistaking his purpose, it would make 
a great gap in your own honour and shake in pieces the 
heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down my life for him 
that he hath wrote this to feel my affection to your honour, 
and to no further pretence of danger. 

Glou, Think you so? 

Edm, If your honour judge it meet, I will place you 
where you shall hear us confer of this, and by an auricular 
assurance have your satisfaction ; and that without any 
further delay than this very evening. 

Glou, He cannot be such a monster — 

Edm, Nor is not, sure. 
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Glou, To his father, that so tenderly and entirely loves 
him. Heaven and earth! Edmund, seek him out: wind 
me into him, I pray you: frame the business after your 
own wisdom. I would unstate myself, to be in a due reso- 
lution. 93 

Edm, I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the busi- 
ness as I shall find means, and acquaint you withal. 

Glou, These late eclipses in the sun and moon portend 
no good to us : though the wisdom of nature can reason it 
thus and thus, yet nature finds itself scourged by the se- 
quent effects : love cools, friendship falls off, brothers divide : 
in cities, mutinies ; in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason ; 
and the bond cracked *twixt son and father. This villain of 
mine comes under the prediction ; there 's son against father : 
the king falls from bias of nature ; there 's father against 
child. [We have seen the best of our time: machinations, 
hollownVss, treachery and all ruinous disorders follow us 
disquietly to our graves. J Find out this villain, Edmund ; it 
shall lose thee nothing ; 4o it carefully. And the noble and 
true-hearted Kent banished! his offence, honesty! 'Tis 
strange, [Exit, 109 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that, 
when we are sick in fortune — often the surfeit of our own 
behaviour — we make guilty of our disasters the sun, the 
moon and the stars : as if we were villains by necessity ; 
fools by heavenly compulsion ; knaves, thieves and treachers, 
by spherical predominance ; drunkards, liars and adulterers, 
by an enforced obedience of planetary influence ; and all 
that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on. Edgar — 

Enter Edgar. 

and pat he comes like the catastrophe of the old comedy : 
my cue is villanous melancholy, with a sigh like Tom o* 
Bedlam. O, these eclipses do portend these divisions ! fa, 
sol, la, mi. 121 

. Edg, How now, brother Edmund ! what serious contem- 
plation are you in ? 
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Edm, I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read this 
other day, what should follow these eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself about that? 

Edm, I promise you, the effects he writ of succeed un- 
happily ; as of unnaturalness between the child and the parent ; 
death, dearth, dissolutions of ancient amities ; divisions in 
state, menaces and maledictions against king and nobles; 
needless diffidences, banishment of friends, dissipation of 
cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know not what. 132 

Edg, How long have you been a sectary astronomical ? 

Edm, Come, come ; when saw you my father last ? 

Edg, Why, the night gone by. 

Edm, Spake you with him ? 

Edg, Ay, two hours together. 

Edm, Parted you in good terms? Found you no dis- 
pleasure in him by word or countenance? 

Edg, None at all. 140 

Edm. Bethink yourself wherein you may have offended 
him : and at my entreaty forbear his presence till some little 
time hath qualified the heat of his displeasure; which at 
this instant so rageth in him, that with the mischief of your 
person it would scarcely allay. 

Edg, Some villain hath done me wrong. 

Edm. That's my fear. I pray you, have a continent for- 
bearance till the speed of his rage goes slower ; and, as I say, 
retire with me to my lodging, from whence I will fitly bring 
you to hear my lord speak : pray ye, go ; there 's my key : if 
you do stir abroad, go armed. 151 

Edg. Armed, brother! 

Edm, Brother, I advise you to the best; go armed: I 
am no honest man if there be any good meaning towards 
you : I have told you what 1 have seen and heard ; but 
faintly, nothing like the image and horror of it: pray you, 
away. 
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Edg, Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm, I do serve you in this business. \Exit Edgar, 

A credulous father, and a brother noble, i6o 

Whose nature is so far from doing harms 
That he suspects none; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy. I see the business. 
Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit : 
All with me *s meet that I can fashion fit. \Exit, 



SCKNE III. ^he Duke of Albany* s palace. 

Enter GONERIL, and Oswald, her steward. 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for chiding of 
his fool? 

Ojw. Yes, madam. 

Gon, By day and night he wrongs me ; every hour 
He flashes into one gross crime or other. 
That sets us all at odds : I *11 not endure it : 
His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle. When he returns from hunting, 
I will not speak with him ; say I am sick : 
If you come slack of former services* lo 

You shall do well ; the fault of it I '11 answer. 

Ojtw. He 's coming, madam ; I hear him. [Horns twitbin. 

Gon, Put on what weary negligence you please. 
You and your fellows ; I *ld have it come to question : 
If he distaste Jt, let him to our sister. 
Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one. 
Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man. 
That still would manage those authorities 
That he hath given away! Now, by my life, 
Old fools are babes again; and must be used 20 

With checks as flatteries, when they are seen abused. 
Remember what I tell you. 
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Os<iv, Very well, madam. 

Gon, And let his knights have colder looks among you ; 
What grows of it, no matter; advise your fellows so: 
I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall, 
That I may speak : 1*11 write straight to my sister, 
To hold my very cdurse. Prepare for dinner. [Exeunt. 



Scene IV. A ball in the same. 

Enter Kent, disgiused. 

Ketit, If but as well I other accents borrow. 
That can my speech defuse, my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
For which I razed my likeness. Now, banish'd Kent, 
If thou canst serve where thou dost stand condemned, 
80 may it come, thy master, whom thou lovest, 
^hall find thee full of labours. 

Horns <witbin. Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants. 

Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner ; go get it ready, 
[Exit an Attendant,] How now! what art thou? 

Kent. A man, sir. 10 

Lear. What dost thou profess? what wouldst thou with 
us? 

Kent. I do profess to be no less than I seem; to serve 
him truly that will put me in trust; to love him that is 
honest; to converse with him that is wise, and says little; 
to fear judgement ; to fight when I cannot choose ; and to 
eat no fish. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor as the 
king. 20 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject as he is for a king 
thou art poor enough. What wouldst thou ? 

c 
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Kent. Service. 

Lear. Who wouldst thou serve? 

Kent, You. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow? 

Kent. No, sir; but you have that in your countenance 
which I would fain call master. 

Lear. What 's that ? 

Kenti Authority. 30 

Lear. What services canst thou do? 

Kent, T can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar a curious 
tale in telling it, and deliver a plain message bluntly : that 
which ordinary men are fit for, I am qualified in ; and the 
best of me is diligence. 

Lear. How old are thou? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for singing, nor 
so old to dote on her for any thing: I have years on my back 
forty eight. 39 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt serve me : if I like thee no 
worse after dinner, I will not part froni thee yet. Dinner, 
ho, dinner ! Where *s my knave ? my fool ? Go you, and 
call my fool hither. \Extt an Attendant. 

Enter Oswald. 

You, you, sirrah, where *s my daughter? 

Oscw. So please you, — \Exit. 

Lear. What says the fellow there ? Call the clotpoll back. 
\Exit a Knight.] Where *s my fool, ho ? I think the world *s 
asleep. 

Re-enter Knight. 

How now! Where's that mongrel? 

Knight. He says, my lord, your daughter is not well. 50 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me when I called 
him? 
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Knight, Sir, he answered me in the roundest manner, he 
would not. 

Lear, He would not ! 

Knight. My lord, I know not what the matter is ; but, to 
my judgement, your highness is not entertained with that 
ceremonious affection as you were wont ; there *s a great 
abatement of kindness appears as well in the general de- 
pendants as in the duke himself also and your daughter. 60 

Lear, Ha! sayest thou so? 

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be mis- 
taken; for my duty cannot be silent when I think your 
highness wronged. 

Lear. Thou but rememberest me of mine own conception : 
I have perceived a most faint neglect of late ; which I have 
rather blamed as mine own jealous curiosity than as a very 
pretence and purpose of unkindness: I will look further 
into't. But where 's my fool? I have not seen him this two 
days. 70 

Knight. Since my young lady 's going into France, sir, the 
fool hath much pined away. ♦ 

Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it well. Go you, v^ 
and tell my daughter I would speak with her. [Exit an^ 
Attendant^ Go you, call hither my fool. 

\,Exit an Attendant.^ 

Re-enter OSWALD. 

O, you sir, you, come you hither, sir: who am I, sir? 

Os<w, My lady's father. 

Lear, * My lady's father ' ! my lord's knave : you dog ! 
you slave ! you cur ! 

Os<w. I am none of these, my lord ; I beseech your 
pardon. 8 i 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal? 

[Striking him, 
Ojeiv. ril not be struck, my lord. 

c 2 
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Kent, Nor tripped neither, you base foot-ball player. 

\Tripping up bis heels, 

Lear, I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, and Pll love 
thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away I I'll teach you. differences : 
away, away ! If you will measure your lubber's length again, 
tarry : but away ! go to ; have you wisdom ? so. 89 

\Pushes Osfivald out, 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee: there's 

earnest of thy service. {Gi'ving Kent money. 

Enter Fool. 

Fool, Let me hire him too: here's my coxcomb. 

\Offering Kent bis cap. 

Lear, How now, my pretty knave! how dost thou? 

Fool, Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent, Why, fool? 

Fool. Why, for taking one's part that 's out of favour : nay, 
an thou canst not smile as the wind sits, thou 'It catch cold 
shortly : there, take my coxcomb : why, this fellow has 
banished two on 's daughters, and did the third a blessing 
against his will; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear 
my coxcomb. How now, nuncle ! Would I had two cox- 
combs and two daughters ! 102 

Lear, Why, my boy ? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living, I 'Id keep my cox- 
combs myself. There 's mine ; beg another of thy daughters. 

Lear. Take heed, sirrah ; the whip. 

Fool, Truth 's a dog must to kennel ; he must be whipped 
out, when Lady the brach may stand by the fire and stink. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me! 

Fool. Sirrah, I'll teach thee a speech. no 

Lear, Do. 
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Fool, Mark it, nuncle: 

Have more than thou showest, 

Speak less than thou knowest, 

Lend less than thou owest, 

Ride more than thou goest, 

Learn more than thou trowest, 

Set less than thou throwest; 

And thou shalt have more 

Than two tens to a score. 120 

Kent, This is nothing, fool. 

FooL Then 'tis like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer ; you 
gave me nothing for *t. Can you make no use of nothing, 
nuncle ? 

Z^ar. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of 
nothing. 

FooL [To Kent] Prithee, tell him, so much the rent of his 
land comes to: he will not believe a fool. 

Lear, A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, between a 
bitter fool and a sweet fool? 131 

Lear, No, lad; teach me. 

Fool. That lord that counsell'd thee 

To give away thy land, 
Come place him here by me, 

Do thou for him stand : 
The sweet and bitter fool 

Will presently appear ; 
The one in motley here, 

The other found out there. 140 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy? 

Fool. All thy other titles thou hast given away ; that thou 
wast bom with. 

Kent, This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

,* • 

Fool, No, faith, lords and great men will not let r^'^ • 
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had a monopoly out, they would have part on 't ; and ladies 
too, they will not let me have all the fool to myself ; they '11 
be snatching. Give me an egg, nuncle, and 1*11 give thee 
two crowns. 

Ltar. What two crowns shall they be? 150 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i' the middle, and eat 
up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. When thou clovest 
thy crown i* the middle, and gavest away both parts, thou 
borest thy ass on thy back o'er the dirt : thou hadst little wit 
in thy bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. 
If I speak like myself in this, let him be whipped that first 
finds it so. 

[Singifigl Fools had ne 'er less wit in a year ; 
For wise men are grown foppish, 
They know not how their wits to wear, 160 
Their manners are so apish. 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, sirrah ? 

FooL I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou madest thy 
daughters thy mother: for when thou gavest them the rod, 
and put'st down thine own breeches, 

[Singing] Then they for sudden joy did weep. 
And I for sorrow sung, 
That such a king should play bo-peep, 
And go the fools among. 
Prithee, nuncle, keep a schoolmaster that can teach thy fool 
to lie : I would fain learn to lie. 171 

Lear. An you lie, sirrah, we'll have you whipped. 

FooL I marvel what kin thou and thy daughters are: 
they '11 have me whipped for speaking true, thou *lt have 
me whipped for lying; and sometimes I am whipped for 
holding my peace. I had rather be any kind o' thing than 
a fool : and yet 1 would not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared 
thy wit o' both sides, and left nothing i* the middle: here 
comes one o' the parings. 

_ Enter GONERIL. 

Ltt 

How now, daughter ! what makes that frontlet on ? 
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Methinks you are too much of late i' the frown. 181 

FooL Thou wast a pretty fellow when thou hadst no need 
to care for her frowning; now thou art an O without a 
figure ; I am better than thou art now ; I am a fool, thou 
art nothing. [To Gon.] Yes, forsooth, I will hold my tongue ; 
so your face bids me, though you say nothing. Mum, mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crum, 

Weary of all, shall want some. 
[Pointing to Lear] That 's a shealed peascod. 

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licensed fool, 190 

But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel; breaking forth 
In rank and not to be endured riots. Sir, 
I had thought, by making this well known unto you. 
To have found a safe redress; but now grow fearful. 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance ; which if you should, the fault 
Would not 'scape censure, nor the redresses sleep, 
Which, in the tender of a wholesome weal, 200 

Might in their working do you that offence. 
Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

FooL For, you know, nuncle, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long. 
That it had it head bit off by it young. 
So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear, Are you our daughter? 

Gon, Gome, sir, 
I would you would make use of that good wisdom, 210 
Whereof I know you are fraught ; and put away 
These dispositions, that of late transform you 
From what you rightly are. 

Fool, May not an ass know when the cart draws the 
horse? Whoop, Jug! I love thee, 

Lear, Doth any here know me? This is not Lear: 
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Doth Lear walk thus? speak thus? Where are his eyes? 

Either his notion weakens, his discernings 

Are lethargied — Ha! waking? 'tis not so. 

Who is it that can tell me who I am? 220 

Fool. Lear's shadow. 

Lear. I would learn that ; for, by the marks of sovereignty, 
knowledge, and reason, I should be false persuaded I had 
daughters. 

Fool. Which they will make an obedient father. 

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman ? 

Gon. This admiration, sir, is much o* the savour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright: 

As you are old and reverend, you should be wise. 230 

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires ; 
Men so disorder'd, so debosh'd and bold. 
That this our court, infected with their manners. 
Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel 
Than a graced palace. The shame itself doth speak 
For instant remedy: be then desired 
By her, that else will take the thing she begs, 
A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, 240 

To be such men as may besort your age, 
And know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils ! 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together. 
Degenerate bastard ! I'll not trouble thee : 
Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gvn. You strike my people; and your disorder'd rabble 
Make servants of their betters. 

Enter Albany. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents, — [To Alb.'\ O, sir, are 
you come ? 
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Is it your will? Speak, sir. Prepare my horses. 
Ingratitude, thou marble-hearted fiend, 250 

More hideous when thou show'st thee in a child 
Than the sea-monster! 

Alb. Pray, sir, be patient. 

Lear, [To Cow.] Detested kite! thou liest: 
My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 
That all particulars of duty know, 
And in the most exact regard support 
The worships of their name. O most small fault. 
How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show! 
That, like an engine, wrenched my frame of nature 
From the fix*d place; drew from my heart all love, 260 
And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear! 
Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, [Striking bis bead. 
And thy dear judgement out ! Go, go, my people. 

Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath moved you. 

Lear. It may be so, my lord. 

Hear, nature, hear; dear goddess, hear! 
Suspend thy purpose, if thou didst intend 
To make this creature fruitful; 
Into her womb convey sterility; 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 270 

And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her ! If she must teem, 
Create her child of spleen; that it may live 
And be a thwart disnatured torment to her! 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth; 
With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks; 
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits 
To laughter and contempt; that she may feel 
afio^ sharper than a serpent's tooth it is 
A'Jo have a thankless child ! Away, away I [Exit. 280 

J' Alb. *»Iow, gods that we adore, whereof comes this ? 

Gon, Never afflict yourself to know the cause ; 
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But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 

Re-enter Lear. 

Lear, What, fifty of my followers at a clap ! 
Within a fortnight! 

jilb. What's the matter, sir? 

Lear. TU tell thee: [To Con.] Life and death! I am 
ashamed 
That thou hast power to shake my manhood thus ; 
That these hot tears, which break from me perforce, 
Should make thee worth them. Blasts and fogs upon thee! 
The untented woundings of a father's curse 291 

Pierce every sense about thee ! Old fond eyes. 
Be weep this cause again. Til pluck ye out, 
And cast you, with the waters that you lose. 

To temper clay. Yea, is it come to this? j 

Let it be so : yet have 1 left a daughter, , j 

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable : ' 

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She'll flay thy wolvish visage. Thou shalt find 
That rU resume the shape which thou dost think 300 

I 4iave cast off for ever : thou shalt, I warrant thee. 

[Exeunt Lear, Kent, and Attendants. 

Gon. Do you mark that, my lord? 

Aib. I cannot be so partial, Goneril, 
To the great love I bear you, — 

Gon. VrdLj you, content. What, Oswald, ho! 
[To the Foof\ You, sir, more knave than fool, after your 

master. I 

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry and take the fool 

with thee. 

A fox, when one has caught her. 

And such a daughter, 310 

Should sure to the slaughter. 

If my cap would buy a halter: 

So the fool follows after. [Exit. 
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Go/9, This man hath had good counsel : a hundred 
knights ! 
*Tis politic and safe to let him keep 
At point a hundred knights: yes, that, on every dream, 
Each buzz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike. 
He may enguard his dotage with their powers. 
And hold our lives in mercy. Oswald, I say! 

j^/b. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon, Safer than trust too far: 

Let me still take away the harms I fear, 321 

Not fear still to be taken : I know his heart. 
What he hath utter'd I have writ my sister: 
If she sustain him and his hundred knights, 
When 1 have show'd the unfitness, — 

Re-enter Oswald. 

How now, Oswald! 
What, have you writ that letter to my sister? 

Ojtiv. Yes, madam. 

Gon, Take you some company, and away to horse : 
Inform her full of my particular fear ; 
And thereto add such reasons of your own 330 

As may compact it more. Get you gone; 
And hasten your return. [Exit Os<waU.'] No, no, my lord, 
This milky gentleness and course of yours 
Though I condemn not, yet, under pardon. 
You are much more attask'd for want of wisdom 
Than praised for harmful mildness. 

^Ih, How far your eyes may pierce I cannot tell: 
Striving to better, oft we mar what's well. 

Gon, Nay, then — 339 

j4lh. Well, well; the event. [Exeunt, 
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Scene V. Court before the san -. 

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloucester with these letters. 
Acquaint my daughter no further with any thing you know 
than comes from her demand out of the letter. If your 
diligence be not speedy, I shall be there afore you. 

Kent. 1 will not sleep, my lord, till I have delivered your 
letter. \Exit. 

Fool, If a man's brains were in 's heels, were *t not in 
danger of kibes? 

Lear, Ay, boy. 

Fool, Then, I prithee, be merry; thy wit shall ne'er go 
slip-shod. 1 1 

Lear, Ha, ha, ha! 

Fool, Shalt see thy other daughter will use thee kindly ; 
for though she 's as like this as a crab 's like an apple, yet I 
can tell what I can tell. 

Lear, Why, what canst thou tell, my boy ? 

Fool, She will taste as like this as a crab does to a 
crab. Thou canst tell why one's nose stands i' the middle 
on's face? 

Lear, No. 20 

Fool, Why, to keep one's eyes of either side 's nose ; that 
what a man cannot smell out, he may spy into. 

Lear, I did her wrong — 

Fool, Canst tell how an oyster makes his shell? 

Lear, No. 

Fool, Nor I neither; but I can tell why a snail has a 
house. 

Lear, Why ? 

Fool, Why, to put his head in ; not to give it away to his 
daughters, and leave his horns without a case. 30 
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Lear, I will forget my nature. So kind a father! Be 
my horses ready? 

Fool, Thy asses are gone about 'em. The reason why 
the seven stars are no more than seven is a pretty reason. 

Lear, Because they are not eight? 

FooL Yes, indeed : thou wouldst make a good fool. 

Lear, To take 't again perforce ! Monster ingratitude ! 

FooL If thou wert my fool, nuncle, I *ld have thee beaten 
for being old before thy time. 

Lear, How's that? 40 

Fool, Thou shouldst not have been old till thou hadst been 
wise. 

Lear, O, let me not be mad, not mad, sweet heaven ! 
Keep me in temper: I would not be mad! 

Enter Gentleman. 

How now! are the horses ready? 
Gent, Ready, my lord. 
Lear, Come, boy. [Exeunt, 

ACT II. 
Scene I. Ibe Earl of Gloucester's castle. 

Enter EDMUND, and CURAN meets bim, 

Edm, Save thee, Curan, 

Cur, And you, sir. I have been with your father, and 
given him notice that the Duke of Cornwall and Regan his 
duchess will be there with him this night. 

Edm, How comes that? 

Cur, Nay, I know not. You have heard of the news 
abroad; I mean the whispered ones, for they are yet but 
ear-kissing arguments? 
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Edm. Not I : pray you, what are they ? 

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 'twixt the 
Dukes of Cornwall and Albanv? ii 

Edm. Not a word. , 

Cur, You may do then in time. Fare you well, sir. 

[Exit, 

Edm, The duke be here to-night? The better! best! 
This weaves itself perforce into my business. 
My father hath set guard to take my brother; 
And I have one thing, of a queasy question, 
Which I must act : briefness and fortune, work ! 
Brother, a word; descend: brother, I say! 

Enter Edgar. 

My father watches : O sir, fly this place ; 20 

Intelligence is given where you are hid ; 

You have now the good advantage of the night : i 

Have you not spoken 'gainst the Duke of Cornwall ? ^ 

He's coming hither; now, i* the night, i' the haste, 

And Regan with him : have you nothing said 

Upon his party 'gainst the Duke of Albany? 

Advise yourself. 

Edg, I am sure on't, not a word. 

Edm. I hear my father coming: pardon me; 
In cunning I must draw my sword upon you : 
Draw; seem to defend yourself; now quit you well. 30 
Yield: come before my father. Light, ho, here! 
Fly, brother. Torches, torches! So, farewell. 

[Exit Edgar, 
Some blood drawn on me would beget opinion 

[fVcttnds his arm. 
Of my more fierce endeavour: I have seen drunkards 
Do more than this in sport. Father, father! 
Stop, stop! No help? 

Enter GLOUCESTER, and Servants twith torches. 
Glou. Now, Edmund, where 's the villain ? 
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Edm, Here stood he in the dark, his sharp sword out. 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conjuring the moon 
To stand's auspicious mistress. 

G/ou, But where is he? 40 

Milm. Look, sir, I bleed. 

GIou, Where is the villain, Edmund ? 

Edm. Fled this way, sir. When by no means he could — 

Clou. Pursue him, ho ! Go after. [Exeunt some Ser^ 
vantj.] By no means what? 

Edm, Persuade me to the murder of your lordship ; 
But that I told him, the revenging gods 
'Gainst parricides did all their thunders bend; 
Spoke, with how manifold and strong a bond 
The child was bound to the father; sir, in fine, 
Seeing how loathly opposite I stood 

To his unnatural purpose, in fell motion 50 

With his prepared sword he charges home 
My unprovided body, lanced mine arm : 
But when he saw my best alarum'd spirits. 
Bold in the quarrel's right, roused to the encounter. 
Or whether gasted by the noise I made. 
Full suddenly he fled. 

GIou. Let him fly far: 

Not in this land shall he remain uncaught; 
And found — dispatch. The noble duke my master, 
My worthy arch and patron, comes to-night : ,^ 

By his authority I will proclaim it, 60 

That he which finds him shall deserve our thanks, 
Bringing the murderous caitiff" to the stake ; 
He that conceals him, death. 

Edm. When I dissuaded him from his intent, 
And found him pight to do it, with curst speech 
I threaten'd to discover him : he replied, 
* Thou unpossessing bastard ! dost thou think, 
If I would stand against thee, could the reposure 
Of any trust, virtue, or worth in thee 
Make thy words faith'd? No: what I should deny — 7© 



3^ KING LEAR. 

As this I would ; ay, though thou didst produce 

My very character — I 'Id turn it all 

To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice: 

And thou must make a dullard of the world. 

If they not thought the profits of my death 

Were very pregnant and potential spurs 

To make thee seek it,' 

Glou, Strong and fasten'd villain ! 

Would he deny his letter? I never got him. 

[Tucket <witbin. 
Hark, the duke's trumpets! I know not why he comes. 
All ports I '11 bar ; the villain shall not 'scape ; 80 

The duke must grant me that: besides, his picture 
I will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land. 
Loyal and natural boy, I '11 work the means 
To make thee capable. 

Enter CORNWALL, REGAN, and Attendants. 

Com, How now, my noble friend! since I came hither, 
Which I can call but now, I have heard strange news. 

Reg, If it be true, all vengeance comes too short 
Which can pursue the offender. How dost, my lord? 

Glou, O, madam, my old heart is crack'd, is crack'd! 90 

Reg, What, did my father's godson seek your life? 
He whom my father named? your Edgar? 

Glou, O, lady, lady, shame would have it hid! 

Reg, Was he not companion with the riotous knights 
That tend upon my father? 

Glou, I know not, madam: *tis too bad, too bad. 

Edm, Yes, madam, he was of that consort. 

Reg, No marvel, then, though he were ill affected: 
'Tis they have put him on the old man's death, 
To have the waste and spoil of his revenues. 100 

I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well inform'd of them ; and with such cautions, 
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That if they come to sojourn at my house, 
I '11 not be there. 

Coni' Nor I, assure thee, Regan. 

Edjnund, I hear that you have shewn your father 
A child-like office. 

Eiim, *Twas my duty^ sir. 

GIou. He did bewray his practice; and receired 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Corn. Is he pursued? 

Glou. Ay, my good lord. 

Com. If he be taken, he shall never more no 

Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpose. 
How in my strength you please. For you, Edmund, 
Whose virtue and obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ows: 
Natures of such deep trust we ^all modi need ; 
You we first seize on. 

Eiim. I shall serve you, sir. 

Truly, however else, 

GJou. For him I thank your grace. 

Cont. You know not why we came to visit you, — 

Reg, Thus, out of season, threading dark-eyed night : 
Occasions, noble Gk)ucester, of some poise, i ao 

Wherein we must have use of your advice: 
Our father he hath writ, so hath our sister. 
Of differences, which I least thought it fit 
To answa* from our home ; the several messengers 
From hence attend dispatch. Our good old friend. 
Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business. 
Which craves the instant use. 

Glou. I serve you, madam: 

Your graces are right welcome. [Flourish. Exeunt. 
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Scene II. Before Gloucester's castle* 
Enter Kent and Oswald, se'uerally, 

Os<w, Good dawning to thee, friend : art of this house ? 

Kent, Ay. 

Os<w, Where may we set our horses? 

Kent. V the mire, 

Osw, Prithee, if thou lovest me, tell me. 

Kent, I love thee not. 

Osw, Why, then, I care not for thee. 

Kent, If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would make 
thee care for me. 

Os<w, Why dost thou use me thus ? I know thee not. 

Kent.* Fellow, I know thee. ii 

Os<w. What dost thou know me for? 

Kent. A knave ; a rascal ; an eater of broken meats ; a 
base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three-suited, hundred-pound, 
filthy, worsted-stocking knave; a lily-livered, action-taking 
knave ; a glass-gazing, superserviceable, finical rogue ; 
one-trunk-inheriting slave; one that wouldst be a bawd, 
in way of good service, and art nothing but the composi- 
tion of a knave, beggar, coward, pandar, and the son 
and heir of a mongrel bitch : one whom I will beat into 
clamorous whining, if thou deniest the least pliable of thy 
addition. 22 

Osw. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, thus to 
rail on one that is neither known of thee nor knows 
thee ! 

Kent, What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to deny thou 
knowest me! Is it two days ago since I tripped up thy 
heels, and beat thee before the king? Draw, you rogue: 
for, though it be night, yet the moon shines ; I *11 make 
a sop o' the moonshine of yout draw, ybu CuUiOnly 
barber-monsrer, draw. \ Drawing his sword, 31 
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Ojw, Away! I have nothing to do with thee. 

Kent. Drajv, you rascal: you come with letters against 
the king ; and take vanity the puppet's part against the 
royalty of her father : draw, you rogue, or I '11 so car- 
bonado your shanks : draw, you rascal ; come your ways. 

Ojw. Help, ho! murder! help! 

Kent. Strike, you slave ; stand, . rogue ; stand, you neat 
slave, strike, [Eeating him. 

Oj<w, Help, ho! murder! murder! 40 

Enter EDMUND, <ivitb hh rapier drawn, CORNWALL, REGAN, , 

Gloucester, and Servants. 

Edm. How now ! What 's the matter ? [Parting them. 

Kent. With you, goodman boy, an you please: come, 
ril flesh ye ; come on, young master, 

Glou. Weapons! arms! What's the matter here? 
Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives: 
He dies that strikes again. What is the matter? 

Reg. The messengers from our sister and the king. 

Corn. What is your difference? speak, 

Osw. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 49 

Kent^ No marvel, you have so bestirred your valour. 
You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in thee: a tailbr 
made thee. 

Corn. Thou art a strange fellow : a tailor make z man ) 

Kent. Ay, a tailor, sir : a stone-cutter or a painter could 
not have made him so ill, though he had been but two 
hours at the trade. 

Corn. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel? 

Os<tv. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have sj)are<l 
at suit of his gray beard, — 5^ 

Kent. Thou zed ! thou unnecessary letter ! My lord^ 
if you will give me leave, I will tread this unbolted villain 
into mortar, and daub the walls of a jakes with him* Spar^ 
my gray beard> you wagtail ? 

D 2 
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Corn. Peace, sirrah ! 
You beastly knave, know you no reverence ? 
Kent, Yes, sir; but anger hath a privilege. 
Corn, Why art thou angry? 

Kent, That such a slave as this should wear a sword, 
Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as these. 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords a- twain 70 

Which are too intrinse t* unloose; smooth every passion 
That in the natures of their lords rebel; 
Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters. 
Knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 
A plague upon your epileptic visage! 
Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool? 
Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 
I*Id drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 80 

Com, What, art thou mad, old fellow? 

Glou, How fell you out? say that. 

Kent, No contraries hold more antipathy 
Than I and such a knave. 

Corn, Why dost thou- call him knave? What's his 
offence ? 

Kent, His countenance likes me not. 
Com, No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, nor 
hers. 

Kent, Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain: 
I have seen better faces in my time 

Than stands on any shoulder that I see 90 

Before me at this instant. 

Com, This is some fellow. 

Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness, and constrains the garb 
Quite from his nature: he cannot flatter, he. 
An honest mind and plain, he must speak truth! 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he 's plain. 



ACT II. SCENE Hi 37 

These kind of knaves I know, which in this plainness \ 

Harbour more craft and more corrupter ends 

Than twenty silly ducking observants 

That stretch their duties nicely. loo 

Kent, Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity. 
Under the allowance of your great aspect, 
Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus* front, — 

Com, What mean'st by this? 

Kent, To go out of my dialect, which you discommend 
so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer : he that beguiled 
you in a plain accent was a plain knave; which for my 
part I will not be, though I should win your displeasure to 
entreat me to't. 

Com, What was the oflTence you gave him? no 

Osvj, I never gave him any: 
It pleased the king his master very late 
To strike at me, upon his misconstruction; 
When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tripp'd me behind: being down, insulted, rail'd, 
And put upon him such a deal of man, 
That worthied him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdued ; 
And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit. 
Drew on me here again. 

Kent, None of these rogues and cowards 

But Ajax is their fool. 

Com, Fetch forth the stocks! 121 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverend braggart, 
We'll teach you — 

Kent, Sir, I am too old to learn: 

Call not your stocks for me: I serve the king; 
On whose employment I was sent to you : 
You shall do small respect, show too bold malice 
Against the grace and person of my master. 
Stocking his messenger. 
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Com, Fetch forth the stocks ! As I have life and 
honour. 
There shall he sit till noon. 130 

Reg, Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all night too. 

Kent, Why, madam, if I were your father's dog. 
You should not use me so. 

Reg, Sir, being his knave, I will. 

Corn, This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of. Gome, bring away the stocks! 

\Stockj brought out, 

Glou, Let me beseech your grace not to do so : 
His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for't: your purposed low correction 
Is such as basest and contemned'st wretches 
For pilferings and most common trespasses 140 

Are punish'd with: the king must take it jU, 
That he so slightly valued in his messenger, 
Should have him thus restrain*d. 

Com, I'll answer that. 

Reg, My sister may receive it much more worse. 
To have her gentleman abused, assaulted. 
For following her affairs. Put in his legs. 

[Kent h put in the stocks. 
Gome, my good lord, away. 

[Exeunt all but Gloucester and Kent, 

Glou, I am sorry for thee, friend; 'tis the duke's 
pleasure, 
Whose disposition, all the world well knows. 
Will not be rubb'd nor stopp'd: I'll entreat for thee. 150 

Kent, Pray, do not, sir: I have watched and travell'd 
hard; 
Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I '11 whistle. 
A good man's fortune may grow out at heels: 
Give you good morrow ! 

Glou, The duke 's to blame in this ; 'twill be ill taken. 

[Eocit, 
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Kent, Good king, that must approve the common saw^ 
Thou out of heaven's benediction comest 
To the warm sun ! 

Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 
That by thy comfortable beams I may 160 

Peruse this letter ! Nothing almost sees miracles 
But misery: I know 'tis from Cordelia, 
Who hath most fortunately been inform'd 
Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 
From this enormous state, seeking to give 
Losses their remedies* All weary and o'er-watch'd. 
Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
This shameful lodging. 
Fortune, good night : smile once more ; turn thy wheel ! 

[Sleeps, 

Scene III. A <ujood. 

Enter EDGAR. 

Edg. I heard myself proclaim'd ; 
And by the happy hollow of a tree 
Escaped the hunt. No port is free; no place, 
That guard and most unusual vigilance 
Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may 'scape, 
I will preserve myself: and am. bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape 
That ever penury, in contempt of man, 
Brought near to beast : my face I'll grime with filth, 
Blanket my loins, elf all my hair in knots, 10 

And with presented nakedness out-face 
The winds and persecutions of the sky. 
The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who with roaring voices 
Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers. 
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Enforce their charity. Poor Turlygod ! poor Tom ! 20 
That's something yet: Edgar I nothing am. [Exiu 



Scene IV. Before Gloucejter't cajtk. Kent in the stocks. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. 'Tis strange that they should so depart from 
home, 
And not send back my messenger. 

Gent. As I leam'd, 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove! 

Kent, Hail to thee, noble master! 

Lear, Ha ! 
Makest thou this shame thy pastime? 
Kent, No, my lord. 

Fool, Ha, ha! he wears cruel garters. Horses are tied 
by the heads, dogs and bears by the neck, monkeys by the 
loins, and men by the legs : when a man 's o . er-lusty at 
legs, then he wears wooden nether-stocks. 10 

Lear, What's he that hath so much thy place mistook 
To set thee here? 

Kent. It is both he and she; 

Your son and daughter. 

Lear, No. 

Kent, Yes. 

Lear, No, I say. 

Kent, I say, yea. 

Lear, No, no, they would not. 

Kent, Yes, they have. 

Lear, By Jupiter, I swear, no. 20 

Kent, By Juno, I swear, ay, 

Lear, They durst not do't; 

They could not, would not do't; 'tis worse than murder. 
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To do upon respect such violent outrage: 
Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou mightst deserve, or they impose, this usage, 
Coming from us. 

Kent, • My lord, when at their home 

I did commend your highness' letters to them. 
Ere I was risen from the place that show*d 
My duty kneeling, came there a reeking post, 
Stew'd in his haste, half breathless, panting forth 30 

From Goneril his mistress salutations; 
Delivered letters, spite of intermission. 
Which presently they read: on whose contents 
They summoned up their meiny, straight took horse ; 
Commanded me to follow and attend 
The leisure of their answer ; gave me cold looks : 
And meeting here the other messenger. 
Whose welcome I perceived had poison'd mine-?- 
Being the very fellow that of late 

Displayed so saucily against your highness — 40 

Having more man than wit about me, drew: 
He raised the house with loud and coward cries. 
Your son and daughter found this trespass worth 
The shame which here it suffers. 

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild-geese fly that 

way. 

Fathers that wear rags 

Do make their children blind ; 

But fathers that bear bags 

Shall see their children kind. 50 

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours for thy 
daughters as thou canst tell in a year. 

Lear. O, how this mother swells up toward my 'heart ! 
Hysterica passio, down, thou climbing sorrow. 
Thy element's below! Where is this daughter? 

Kent, With the earl, sir, here within. 
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Lear, Follow me not; stay here. [Exit, 

Gent. Made you no more offence but what you speak of ? 

Kent, None. 
How chance the king comes with so small a train ? 60 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i' the stocks for that ques- 
tion, thou hadst well deserved it. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

FooL We'll set thee to school to an ant, to teach thee 
there's no labouring i' the winter. All that follow their 
noses are led by their eyes but blind men ; and there's not 
a nose among twenty but can smell him that 's stinking2f Let 
go thy hold when a great wheel runs down a hill, lest it 
break thy neck with following it; but the great one that 
goes up the hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise man 
gives thee better counsel, give me mine agam : I would 
have none but knaves follow it, since a fool gives it. 

That sir which serves and seeks for gain. 

And follows but for form, 
Will pack when it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the storm. 
But I will tarry; the fool will stay, 

And let the wise man fly: 
The knave turns fool that runs away; 

The fool no knave, perdy. ' 80 

Kent, Where learned you this, fool? 
Fool, Not i* the stocks, fool. 

\ Re-enter LeaR, ^itb GLOUCESTER. ' 

Lear, _ iSeny to speak with me ? They are sick ? they are 
weary ? 
They have travell'd all the night? Mere fetches; 
The images of revolt and flying off. 
Fetch me a better answer. 

Glou, My dear lord. 

You know the fiery quality of the duke ; 
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How unremoveable and fix'd he is 
In his own course. 

Lear, Vengeance ! plague ! death ! confusion ! 90 

Fiery ? what quality ? Why, Gloucester, Gloucester, 
I 'Id speak with the Duke of Cornwall and his wife. 

Glou, Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them so. 

Lear, Informed them ! Dost thou understand me, 
man? 

Glou, Ay, my good lord. 

Lear, The king would speak with Cornwall; the dear 
father 
Would with his daughter speak, commands her service : 
Are they informed of this ? My breath and blood ! 
Fiery ? the fiery duke ? Tell the hot duke that — 
No, but not yet : may be he is not well : 100 

Infirmity doth still neglect all office 
Whereto our health is bound; we are not ourselves 
When nature being oppress'd commands the mind 
To suffer with the body: I'll forbear; 
And am fall'n out with my more headier will. 
To take the indisposed and sickly fit 
For the sound man. [Looking on Kent,"] Death on my state ! 

wherefore 
Should he sit here? This act persuades me 
That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth. no 

Go tell the duke and 's wife I 'Id speak with them. 
Now, presently: bid them come forth and hear me. 
Or at their chamber-door I '11 beat the drum 
Till it cry sleep to death. 

Glou, I would have all well betwixt you. [Exit, 

Lear, O me, my heart, my rising heart ! But, down ! 

Fool, Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the eels 
when she put 'em i* the paste alive ; she knapped 'em o' 
the coxcombs with a stick, and cried *Down, wantons, 
down ! * 'Twas her hrnthtr thit, in pure kindness to his 
horse, buttered his hay. 121 
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Re-enter GLOUCESTER, ^ttb CORNWALL, Regan, and Servants. 

Lear, Good morrow to you both. 

Com. Hail to your grace! 

^^_ \Kent is set at liberty. 

Reg. I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what reason 
I have to think so : if thou shouldst not be glad, 
I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb, 
Sepulchring an adultress. l^jaJ^ent] O, are you free ? 
Some otber time for that.| Beloved Regan, 
Thy sister's naught: O Rigim,- she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth'd unkindness, like a vulture, here: 130 

[Points to bis heart. 
I can scarce speak to thee; thou 'It not believe 
With how depraved a quality — O Regan! 

Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience: I have hope 
You less know how to value her desert 
Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear. Say, how is that? 

Reg. I cannot think my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation: if, sir, perchance 
She have restrained the riots of your followers, 
'Tis on such ground and to such wholesome end 
As clears her from all blame. 140 

Lear. My curses on her ! 

Reg. O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the very verge 
Of her confine : you should be ruled and led 
By some discretion that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself. Therefore I pray you 
That to our sister you do make return; 
Say you have vrrong'd her, sir. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness? 

Do you but mark how this becomes the house: 
{Kneeling?^ *Dear daughter, I confess that I am old ; 
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Age is unnecessary: on my knees I beg 150 

That you '11 vouchsafe me raiment, bed and food.* 

R^g. Good sir, no more ; these are unsightly tricks ; 
Return you to my sister. 

L^ar. [Rising] Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 
Look'd black upon me; struck me with her tongue. 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart: 
All the stored vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top! Strike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameness. 

Com, Fie, sir, fie ! 

Lear, You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames 
Into her scornful eyes. Infect her beauty, 161 

You fen-suck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, . 
To fall and blast her pride. 

Reg, O the blest gods! so will you wish on me, 
When the rash mood is on. 

Lear, No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse: 
Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give 
Thee o'er to harshness : her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort and not bum. 'Tis not in thee 
To grudge my pleasures, to cut off my train, 170 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes. 
And in conclusion to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in: thou better know'st 
The ofiices of nature, bond of childhood, 
Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 
Thy half o' the kingdom hast thou not forgot, 
Wherein I thee endow'd. 

Reg, Good sir, to the purpose. 

Lear, Who put my man i* the stochS^e^ [TucJiet <witJbin, 
Corn, WTiat trumpet's that? 

Reg, I know't; my sister's; this approves her letter^ 
That she would soon be here. 
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Lean This is a slave, whose easy-borrow'd pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows. 
Out, varlet, from my sight i 

Com, WhatJrtfejng your grace? 

Lear. Who stocked my servant ?' | ^^^n, I have good 
hope •^^ 

Thou didst not know on*t. Who comes here ? 

Enter GONERIL. "^"^ 

O heavens, 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 

Allow obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it your cause ; send down, and take my part ! 

[To Gon.J^ Art not ashamed to look upon this beard? 

Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand? 190 

Con, Why not by the hand, sir ? How have I offended ? 
All's not offence that indiscretion finds 
And dotage terms so. 

Lear. . O sides, you are too tough ; 

Will you yet hold? How came my man i* the stocks? 

Com. I set him there, sir: but his own disorders 
Deserved much less advancement. 

Lear. You! did you? 

Reg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 
If, till the expiration of your month, 
You will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me: 200 

1 am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismissed? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o' the air; 
To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — 
Necessity's sharp pinch! Return with her? 
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"Why, the hot- blooded F rance , that dowerless took 

Our y oungest born, I could as well be brought 

To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pensionTbeg 210 

To keep base life afoot. Return with her? 

Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 

To this detested groom. [Pointing at Osttvald, 

Gon, At your choice, sir. 

I^ar. I prithee, daughter, do not make me mad: 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We '11 no more meet, no more see one another : 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter; 
Or rather a disease that's in my flesh. 
Which I must needs call mine : thou art a boil, 
A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle, 220 

In my corrupted blood. But I *11 not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it: 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot. 
Nor tell tal^s of thee to high-judging Jove : 
Mend when thou canst; be better at thy leisure 
I can be patient; I can stay with Regan, 
I and my hundred knights. 

Reg. Not altogether so : 

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome. Give ear, sir, to my sister; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion 230 

Must be content to think you old, and so — 
But she knows what she does. 

Lear. Is this well spoken? 

fUg. I dare avouch it, sir: what, fifty followers? 
Is it not well? What should you need of more? 
Yea, or so many, sith that both charge and danger 
Speak 'gainst so great a number? How, in one house. 
Should many people under two commands 
Hold amity? 'Tis hard, almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance 
From those that she calls servants or from mine ? 240 
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Reg. Why not, my lord ? If then they chanced to slack 
you, 
We could control them. If you will come to me, — 
For now I spy a danger, — I entreat you 
To bring but five and twenty: to no more 
Will I give place or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all — 

Reg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear. Made you my guardians, my depositaries; 
But kept a reservation to be follow 'd 
With such a number. What, must I come to you 
With five and twenty, Regan? said you so? 250 

Reg. And speak 't again, my lord; no more with me. 

Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well*£aivour' 
When others are more wicked; not being the wo; 
Stands in some rank of praise. [To Gm.] I'll 

thee : 

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty, 
And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord: 

What need you five and twenty, ten, or five, 
To follow in a house where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you? 

Reg. What need one? 

Lear' O, reason not the need: our basest beggars 260 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous: 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life's as cheap as beasts: thou art a lady; 
If only to go warm were gorgeous. 
Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'st, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm. But for true need, — 
You heavens, give me that patience, patience I need! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both : 
If it be you that stirs these daughters' hearts 270 

Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely; touch me with noble anger, 
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And let not women's weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my man's cheeks! No, you unnatural hags, 
I will have such revenges on you both, 
That all the world shall— I will do such things, — 
What they are, yet I know not; but they shall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think I *11 weep ; 
No, I '11 not weep : 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 280 

Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, ^.^ 
Or ere I'll weep. O fool, I shall go madlO^^ 
^ [Exeunt Lear, Gloucester, Kent, and Fool, -^/8|l m and tempest. 

Com, Let us withdraw; 'twill be a storm. 

Reg, This house is little: the old man and his people 
Cannot be well bestow'd. 

Gon, 'Tis his own blame ; hath put himself from rest, 
And must needs taste his folly. 

Rig, For his particular, I '11 receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon, So am I purposed. 

Whefe is my lord of Gloucester? 390 

Com, Follow'd the old man forth: he is retum'd. 

Re-enter GLOUCESTER. 

Glou, The king is in high rage. 

Corn, Whither is he going? 

Glou, He calls to horse ; but will I know not whither. 

Com, 'Tis best to give him way; he leads himself. 

Gon, My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 

Glou, Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak winds 
Do sorely ruffle; for many miles about 
There's scarce a bush. 

Reg, O, sir, to wilful men. 

The injuries that they themselves procure 
Must be their schoolmasters. Shut up your doors: 300 
He is attended with a desperate train ; 

E 
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And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abused, wisdom bids fear. 

Com. Shut up your doors, my lord; 'tis a wild night: 
My Regan counsels well: come 6ut o' the storm. 

[Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

Scene I. ji beatb. 

Storm JtilL Enter Kent and a Gentleman, meeting. 

Kent. Who's there, besides foul weather? 

Gent. One minded like the weather, most unquietly. 

Kent. I know you. Where 's the king ? 

Gent. Contending with the fretful elements; 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea. 
Or swell the curled waters 'bove the main. 
That things might change or cease; tears his white hair. 
Which the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of; 
Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn lo 

The to-and-fro-conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch. 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs. 
And bids what will take all. 

Kent. But who is ^th him ? 

Gent. None but the fool; who labours to outjest 
His heart-struck injuries. 

Kent, Sir, I do know you; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my note. 
Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be covcr'd 20 
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With mutual cunning, 'twixt Albany and Cornwall; 

Who have— as who have not, that their great stars 

Throned and set high ? — servants, who seem no less, 

Which are to France the spies and speculations 

Intelligent of our state ; what hath been seen, 

Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes. 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 

Against the old kind king; or something deeper, 

Whereof perchance these are but furnishings ; 

But, true it is, from France there comes a power 30 

Into this scattered kingdom; who already, 

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 

In some of our best ports, and are at point 

To show their open banner. Now to you: 

If on my credit you dare build so far 

To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 

Some that will thank you, making just report 

Of how unnatural and bemadding sorrow 

The king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding, 40 

And from some knowledge and assurance offer 

This office to you. 

Gent, I will talk further with you. 

Kent. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out-wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains. If you shall see Cordelia, — 
As fear not but you shall, — show her this ring; 
And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fie on this storm! 
I will go seek the king. 50 

Gent. Give me your hand : have you no more to say ? 

Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all yet; 
That, when wc have found the 4ring, — in which your pain 
That way, I *11 this, — he that first lights on him 
Holla the other. [Exeunt severally. 

K 2 
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Scene II. Another part qf the heath. Storm still. 
Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear, .JBIow, winds, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! blow ! 
You catif^cts and hurricanoes, spout 
Till you have drench'd our steeples, drown'd the cocks! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts. 
Singe my white head ! w^nd thou, all-shaking thunder, 
Smite flat the thick rotundity o' the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germens spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man! 9 

FooL O nuncle, court holy-water in a dry house is better 
than this rain-water out o' door. Good nuncle, in, and ask 
thy daughters' blessing: here's a night pities neither wise 
man nor fool. 

Lear, Rumble thy bellyful ! Spit, fire ! spout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness; 
I never gave you kingdom, call'd you children, 
You owe me no subscription : then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure; here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak and despised old man : 20 

But yet I call you servile ministers, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles 'gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O! O! 'tis foul! 

Fool. He that has a house to put's head in has a good 
head-piece. 

The man that makes his toe 

What he his heart should make 
Shall of a com cry woe. 
And turn his sleep to wake. 30 

For there was never yet fair woman but she made mouths 
in a glass. 
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Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience; I will 
say nothing. 

Enter Kent. 

Kent. Who 's there ? 

Fool. Marry, here's a wise man and a fooK 

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here? things that love night 
Love not such nights as these; the wrathfiil skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 
And make them keep their caves : since I was man, 40 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard; man's nature cannot carry 
The affliction nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods, 

That keep this dreadful pother o'er our beads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch. 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 
Unwhipp'd of justice : hide thee, thou bloody hand ; 
Thou perjured, and thou simular man of virtue 
That art incestuous: caitiff, to pieces shake, 50 

That under covert and convenient seeming 
Hast practised on man's life: close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace. I am a man 
More sinn'd against than sinning* 

Kent. Alack, bare-headed! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
Some friendship will it lend you 'gainst the tempest: 
Repose you there; while I to this hard house — 
More harder than the stones whereof 'tis raised ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 60 

Denied me to come in — return, and force 
Their scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn. 

Come on, my boy : how dost, my boy ? art cold ? 
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I am cold myself. Where is this straw^ my fellow? 
The art of our necessities is strange, 
That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel. 
Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That's sorry yet for theeA nf 

Fool. [Singing] He thkfhas and a little tiny wit,— 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, — 70 

Must make content with his fortunes fit, 
For the rain it raineth every day« 

Lear. True, my good boy. Come, bring us to this 
hovel. [Exeunt Lear and Kent. 

Fool. I'll speak a prophecy ere I go: 

When priests are more in word than matter ; 

When brewers mar their malt with water; 

When nobles are their tailors' tutors; 

No heretics bum'd, but wenches' suitors; 

When every case in law is right; 80 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight; 

When slanders do not live in tongues; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs; 

Then shall the realm of Albion 

Come to great confusion: 

Then comes the time, who lives to see't, 

That going shall be used wtth feet. 

This prophecy Merlin shall make; for I live before his 
time. [Exit. 



Scene IIL Gloucester's castle. 

Enter GLOUCESTER and EDMUND. 

Glou. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this unnatural 
dealing. When I desired their leave that I might pity him, 
they took from me the use of mine own house; charged 
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me, on pain of their perpetual displeasure, neither to speak 
of him, entreat for him, nor any way sustain him. 

Edm. Most savage and unnatural! 6 

Glou. Go to; say you nothing. There's a division be- 
twixt the dukes; and a worse, matter than that: I have 
received a letter this night ; 'tis dangerous to be spoken ; 
I have locked the letter in my closet : these injuries the 
king now bears will be revenged home ; there 's part of 
a power already footed: we must incline to the king. I 
will seek him, and privily relieve him: go you and main- 
tain talk with the duke, that my charity be not of him 
perceived: if he ask for me, I am ill and gone to bed. 
Though I die for it, as no less is threatened me, the king 
my old master must be relieved. There is some strange 
thing toward, Edmund; pray you, be careful. [Exit. 

Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : 20 

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses; no less than all: 
The younger rises when the old doth fall. [Exit. 



Scene IV. ^be heath. Before a hovel. 
Enter Lear, Kent, 



! j^ent. Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord, enter : 
The tyranny of the open night 's too rough 
For nature to endure. [Storm stilL 

I Lear* Let me alone. 

/ Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

I Lear. Wilt break my heart? 

I Kent. I had rather break mine own. Good my lord, 
l^^xxnter. 
Llear. Thou think'st 'tis much that this contentious 
' storm 
Invades us to the skin: so 'tis to thee; 
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But where the greater malady is fix'd, 

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou'ldst shun a bear; 

But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, lo 

Thou'ldst meet the bear i* the mouth. When the mind's 

free, 
The body 's delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else 
Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude! 
Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand 
For lifting food to *t ? But I will punish home« 
No, I will weep no more. In such a night 
To shut me out ! Pour on ; I will endure. 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave you all, — 20 
O, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 
No more of that. 
Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Prithee, go in thyself ; seek thine own ease : 
This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
pn things would hurt me more* But I '11 go in. 

■^ [To the Fool] In, tiiij ^ gn fint Yon lipuseless 420verty, — 

Nttj i , gtl thee iii w I '11 pray, and then I '11 sleep. 

[Fool goes in. 
Poor naked wretches, wheresoe'er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm. 

How shall your houseless heads and unfed sides, 30 

Your loop'd and window'd raggedness, defend you 

From seasons such as these? O, I have ta'en 

Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 

Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel. 

That thou mayst shake the superflux to them 

And show the heavens more just. 

Edg. [Within] Fathom and half, fathom and half! Poor 
Tom ! [The Fool runs out from the hovel. 

Fool. Gome not in here, nuncle, here 's a spirit. Help 
me, help me! 40 

Kent. Give me thy hand. Who 's there ? 
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FooL A spirit, a spirit: he says his name's poor Tom. 

Kent, What art thou that dost grumble there i' the 
straw ? 
Come forth. 

Enter EDGAR Mjguised as a madman, 

Edg, Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! 
Through the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. 
Hum! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear, Hast thou given all to thy two daughters? And 
art thou come to this ? 49 

Edg, Who gives any thing to poor Tom ? whom the foul 
fiend hath led through fire and through flame, and through 
ford and whirlipool, o'er bog and quagmire ; that hath laid 
knives under his pillow, and halters in his pew; set rats- 
bane by his porridge ; made him proud of heart, to ride on 
a bay trotting-horse over four-inched bridges, to course his 
own shadow for a traitor. Bless thy five wits ! Tom 's a-cold. 
O, do de, do de, do de. Bless thee from whirlwinds, star- 
blasting, and taking ! Do poor Tom some charity, whom the 
foul fiend vexes. There could I have him now, and there, 
and there again, and there. [Storm still, 60 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to this pass ? 
Couldst thou save nothing? Didst thou give them all? 

FooL Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had been all 
shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous air 
Hang fated o'er men's faults light on thy daughters I 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear, Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdued nature 
To such a lowness but his unkind daughters. 
Is it the fashion that discarded fathers 70 

Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 



58 KING LEAR. 

Judicious punishment! 'twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg, Pillicock sat on Pillicock-hill : 
Halloo, halloo, loo, loo! 

Fool, This cold night will turn us all to fools and mad- 
men. 

EJg. Take heed o* the foul fiend : obey thy parents ; 
keep thy word justly ; sweir not ; commit not with man's 
sworn spouse; set not thy sweet heart on proud array. 
Tom's a-cold. 81 

Lear, What hast thou been? 

Edg, A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that 
curled my hair; wore gloves in my cap; swore as many 
oaths as I spake words and broke them in the sweet face 
of heaven: one that slept in the contriving of lust and 
waked to do it: wine loved I deeply, dice dearly, and 
in woman out-paramoured the Turk: false of heart, light 
of ear, bloody of hand; hog in sloth, fox in stealth, wolf 
in greediness, dog in madness, lion in prey. Let not the 
creaking of shoes nor the rustling of silks betray thy poor 
heart to woman, and defy the foul fiend. 92 

Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind: 
Says suum, mun, ha, no, nonny. 
Dolphin my boy, my boy, sessa ! let him trot by. 

[Storm still, 

Lear, Why, thou wert better in thy grave than to answer 
with thy uncovered body this extremity of the skies. Is 
man no more than this? Consider him well. Thou owest 
the worm no silk, the beast no hide, the sheep no wool, 
the cat no perfume. Ha ! here 's three on 's are sophisti- 
cated! Thou art the thing itself: unaccommodated man 
is no more but such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou 
art. Off, off, you lendings! come, unbutton here. 103 

[Tearing off his clothes. 

Fool, Prithee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a naughty 
night to swim in- Look, here comes a walking fire. 
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Enter GLOUCESTER, <witJb a torch, 

Edg, This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet: he begins 
at curfew and walks till the first cock ; he gives the web 
and the pin, squints the eye and makes the hare-lip; 
mildews the white wheat and hurts the poor creature of 
earth. tio 

S. Withold footed thrice the old ; 
He met the night-mare and her nine-fold; 
Bid her alight, 
And her troth plight. 
And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee ! 

Kent, How fares your grace? 

Lear, What *s he ? 

Kent, Who 's there ? What is *t you seek ? 

Glou, What are you there? Your names? 119 

Edg, Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, the toad, 
the tadpole, the wall-newt and the water; that in the fury 
of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats cow-dung for 
sallets ; swallows the old rat and the ditch dog ; drinks the 
green mantle of the standing pool ; who is whipped from 
tithing to tithing, and stock-punished, and imprisoned ; who 
hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to his body, horse 
to ride, and weapon to wear; 

But mice and rats, and such small deer. 
Have been Tom's food for seven long year. 129 

Beware my follower. Peace, Smulkin; peace, thou fiend! 

Glou, What, hath your grace no better company? 

Edg, The prince of darkness is a gentleman : 
Modo he 's call'd, and Mahu. 

Glou, Our flesh and blood is grown so vile, my lord, 
That it doth hate what gets it. 

Edg, Poor Tom 's a-cold. 

Glou, Go in with me: my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters' hard commands: 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors 
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And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you, 140 

Yet have I ventured to come seek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher. 
What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent, Good my lord, take his offer; go into the house, 

Lear, I '11 talk a word with this same learned Theban. 
What is your study? 

Edg, How to prevent the fiend and to kill vermin. 
Lear, Let me ask you one word in private. 
Kent, Importune him once more to go, my lord; 150 
His wits begin to unsettle. 

Glou, Canst thou blame him ? [Storm ML 

His daughters seek his death: ah« that good Kent! 
He said it would be thus, poor banish'd man! 
Thou say'st the king grows mad ; I Ml tell thee, friend, 
I am almost mad myself: I had a son, 
Now outlaw'd from my blood; he sought my life. 
But lately, very late: I loved him, friend; 
No father his son dearer: truth to tell thee. 
The grief hath crazed my wits. What a night 's this ! 
I do beseech your grace, — 

Lear, O, cry you mercy, sir. 160 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Edg, Tom 's a-cold. 

Glou, In, fellow, there, into the hovel : keep thee warm. 
Lear, Come, let's in all. 
Kent, This way, my lord. 

Lear, With him; 

I will keep still with njy philosopher. 

Kent, Good my lord, soothe him ; let him take the fellow. 

Glou, Take him you on. 

Kent. Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 

Lear. Gome, good Athenian. 



ACT III. SCENE VI. 6 1 

Giou, No words, no words: hush. 170 

E/ig, Child Rowland to the dark tower came, 
His word was still, — Fie, foh, and fum, 

I smell the blood of a British man.""^ [Exeunt, 

Scene V. Gloucester's castle. 

Enter CORNWALL and EDMUND. 

Com. I will have my revenge ere I depart his house. 
Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured, that nature thus 
gives way to loyalty, something fears me to think of. 

Com, I now perceive, it was not altogether your brother's 
evil disposition made him seek his death; but a provoking 
merit, set a-work by a reproveable badness in himself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must repent 
to be just ! This is the letter he spoke of, which approves 
him an intelligent party to the advantages of France. O 
heavens ! that this treason were not, or not I the detector ! 

Com. Go with me to the duchess. 11 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain^ you have 
mighty business in hand. 

Com. True or false, it hath made thee earl of Gloucester. 
Seek out where thy father is, that he may be ready for our 
apprehension. 

Edm. [Aside'] If I find him comforting the king, it will 
stuff his suspicion more fully. — I will persever in my course 
of loyalty, though the conflict be sore between that and my 
blood. 20 

Com. I will lay trust upon thee; and thou shalt find a 
dearer father in my love. [Exeunt. 

Scene VI. A chamber in a farmhouse adjoining the castle. 

Enter GLOUCESTER, Lear, Kent, Fool, and EDGAR. 
Glou, Here is better than the open air ; take it thankfully. 
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I will piece out the comfort with what addition I can : I 
will not be long from you. 

Kent. All the power of his wits have given way to his 
impatience : the gods reward your kindness ! 

[Exit Gloucester. 

Edg. Frateretto calls me, and tells me Nero is an angler 
in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, and beware the 
foul fiend. 

Fool. Prithee, nuncle, tell me whether a madman be a 
gentleman or a yeoman? lo 

Lear^ A king, a king! 

Fool. No, he's a yeoman that has a gentleman to his 
son ; for he 's a mad yeoman that sees his son a gentle- 
man before him. 

Lear, To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come hissing in upon 'em, — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He 's mad that trusts in the tameness of a wolf, a 
horse's health, a boy's love, or a whore's oath. 

Lear. It shall be done; I will arraign them straight. 20 
[To Edgar"] Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer; 
[To the Fool\ Thou, sapient sir, sit here. Now, you she foxes ! 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares ! Wantest thou 
eyes at trial, madam ? 

Come o'er the bourn, Bessy, to me. 

Fool. Her boat hath a leak, 

And she must not speak 
Why she dares not come over to thee. 28 

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of a 
nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two white 
herring. Croak not, black angel ; I have no food for thee. 

Kent. How do you, sir? Stand you not so amazed: 
Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions? 

Lear. I '11 see their trial first. Bring in the evidence. 
^0 Edgar] Thou robed man of justice, take thy place ; 
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[To the Fooll ^^^ thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, 

Bench by his side. [To Kent] You are o' the commission, 

Sit you too. 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 

Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd? 40 

Thy sheep be in the corn ; 
And for one blast of thy minikin mouth. 
Thy sheep shall take no harm. 
Pur! the cat is gray. 

Lear. Arraign her first ; 'ti& Goneril. I here take my 
oath before this honourable assembly, she kicked the poor 
king her father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress. Is your name Groneril? 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool. 50 

Lear. And here 's another, whose warp'd looks proclaim 
What store her heart is made on. Stop her there ! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire ! Corruption in the place ! 
False justicer, why hast thou let her 'scape ? 

Edg. Bless thy five wits! 

Kent. O pity ! Sir, where is the patience now. 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Edg. [Asidel My tears begin to take his part so much. 
They'll mar my counterfeiting. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, 60 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, see, they bark at me. 

Edg. Tom wi!l throw 1 is head at them. Avaunt, you 
curs! 

Be thy mouth or black or white. 

Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 

Mastiff, greyhound, mongrel grim, 

Hound or spaniel, brach or lym. 

Or bobtail tike or trundle-tail, 

Tom will make them weep and wail : 

For, with throwing thus my head, 70 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 



64 KING LEAR. 

Do de, de, de. Sessa! Come, march to wakes and fairs 
and market-towns. Poor Tom, thy horn is dry. 

Lear, Then let them anatomize Regan ; see what breeds 
about her heart. Is there any cause in nature that makes 
these hard hearts ? [7b Edgar] You, sir, I entertain for one 
of my hundred ; only I do not like the fashion of your gar- 
ments. You will say they are Persian attire; but let them 
be changed. 

Kent. Now, good my lord, lie here and rest awhile. 80 
Lear. Make no noise, make no noise; draw the cur- 
tains : so, so, so. We '11 go to supper i' the morning. So, 
so, so. 

Fool. And I '11 go to bed at noon. 

Re-enter GLOUCESTER. 

Glou. Come hither, friend : where is the king my master ? 

Kent. Here, sir ; but trouble him not, his wits are gone. 

Glou. Good friend, I prithee, take him in thy arms; 
I have o'erheard a plot of death upon him : 
There is a litter ready; lay him in't. 
And drive toward Dover, friend, where thou shalt meet 90 
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master: 
If thou shouldst dally half an hour, his life. 
With thine and all that offer to defend him, 
Stand in assured loss. Take up, take up; 
And follow me, that will to some provision 
Give thee quick conduct. 

Kent. Oppressed nature sleeps: 

This rest might yet have balm'd thy broken sinews. 
Which, if convenience will not allow. 
Stand in hard cure. [To the Fool\ Come, help to bear thy 

master ; 
Thou must not stay behind. 

Glou. Come, come, away. 100 

[Exeunt all but Edgar. 

Edg. When we our betters see bearing our woes, 
We scarcely think our miseries our foes. 
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Who alone suffers suffers most i' the mind, 

Leaving free things and happy shows behind: 

But then the mind much sufferance doth o'erskip, 

When grief hath mates, and bearing fellowship. 

How light and portable my pain seems now, 

When that which makes me bend makes the king bow, 

He childed as I fathered! Tom, away! 

Mark the high noises, and thyself bewray, no 

When false opinion, whose wrong thought defiles thee, 

In thy just proof repeals and reconciles thee. 

What will hap more to-night, safe 'scape the king ! 

Lurk, lurk. [Exit. 



Scene VH. Gloucester's castle. 

Enter CORNWALL, Regan, Goneril, Edmund, and Servants. 

Com. Post speedily to my lord your husband ; show him 
this letter : the army of France is landed. Seek out the 
villain Gloucester. [Exeunt some of the Servants,' 

Reg, Hang him instantly. 

Gon, Pluck out his eyes. 

Corn, Leave him to my displeasure. Edmund, keep you 
our sister company: the revenges we are bound to take 
upon your traitorous father are not fit for your beholding. 
Advise the duke, where you are going, to a most festinate 
preparation : we are bound to the like. Our posts shall be 
swift and intelligent betwixt us. Farewell, dear sister: 
farewell, my lord of Gloucester. 12 

Enter OSWALD. 
How now! Where's the king? 

Os<w, My lord of Gloucester hath convey'd him hence : 
Some five or six and thirty of his knights, 
Hot questrists after him, met him at gate; 
Who, with some other of the lords dependants. 
Are gone with him toward Dover; where they boast 
To have well-armed friends. 
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Corn. Get horses for your mistress. 20 

Gon. Farewell, sweet lord, and sister. 

Corn. Edmund, farewell. 

[Exeunt GoneriJ, Edmund, and Oswald. 
Go seek the traitor Gloucester, 
Pinion him like a thief^ bring him before us. 

[Exeunt other Servants. 
Though well we may not pass upon his life 
Without the form of justice, yet our power 
Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men 
May blame but not control. Who's there? the traitor? 

Enter GLOUCESTER, brought in by t<wo or three. 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he. 
Corn. Bind fast his corky arms. 

Glou. What mean your graces? Good my friends, 
consider 30 

You are my guests: do me no foul play, friends. 

Corn. Bind him, I say. [Servants bind him. 

Reg. Hard, hard. O filthy traitor! 

Giou. Unmerciful lady as you are, I'm none. 

Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, thou shalt find — 

[Regan plucks his beard. 

Glou. By the kind gods, 'tis most ignobly done 
To pluck me by the beard. 

Reg. So white^ and such a traitor! 

Glou. Naughty lady. 

These hairs, which thou dost ravish from my chin, 
Will quicken, and accuse thee : I am your host : 
With robbers' hands my hospitable favours 40 

You should not ruflfle thus. What will you do? 

Com. Come, sir, what letters had you late from France ? 

Reg. Be simple answerer, for we know the truth. 

Com, And what confederacy have you with the traitors 
Late footed in the kingdom? 
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Reg, To whose hands have you sent the lunatic king ? 
Speak, 

Glou, I have a letter guessingly set down. 
Which came from one that's of a neutral heart, 
And not from one opposed. 

Com. Cunning. 

Reg. And false. 50 

Com, Where hast thou sent the king? 

Glou, To Dover. 

Reg, Wherefore to Dover? Wast thou not charged at 

peril — 

Com, Wherefore to Dover? Let him first answer that. 

Glou, I am tied to the stake, and I must stand the course. 

Reg, Wherefore to Dover, sir? 

Glou, Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes, nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 
The sea, with such a storm as his bare head 60 " 

In hell-black night endured, would have buoy'd up, 
And quench'd the stelled fires: 
Yet, poor old heart, he holp the heavens to rain. 
If wolves had at thy gate howl'd that stern time. 
Thou shouldst have said, 'Good porter, turn the key,* 
All cruels else subscribed: but I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 

Com. See't shalt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair. 
Upon these eyes of thine I *11 set my foot. 

Glou, He that will think to live till he be old, 70 

Give me some help ! O cruel ! O you gods ! 

Reg. One side will mock another; the other too. 

Com, If you see vengeance — 

First Serv, Hold your hand, my lord: 

I have served you ever since I was a child; 
But better service have I never done you 
Than now to bid you hold. 

F 2 
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Reg. How now, you dog! 

First Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I 'Id shake it on this quat rel. What do you mean ? 

Com. My villain ! [They draw and fight. 

First Serv, Nay, then, come on, and take the chance of 
anger. 80 

Reg. Give me thy sword. A peasant stand up thus ! 

[Takes a sword, and runs at him behind. 

First Serv. O, I am slain ! My lord, you haye one 
eye left 
To see some mischief on him. O ! [Dies, 

Com, Lest it see more, prevent it. Out, vile jelly ! 
Where is thy lustre now? 

Glou. All dark and comfortless. Where's my son 
Edmund ? 
Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature, 
To quit this horrid act. 

Reg. Out, treacherous villain! 

Thou call'st on him that hates thee: it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us : 90 

Who is too good to pity thee. 

Glou. O my follies! then Edgar was abused. 
Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him! 

Reg. Go thrust him out at gates, and let him smell 
His way to Dover. [Exit one with Gloucester.] How is't. 
my lord? how look you? 
Corn. I have received a hurt: follow me, lady. 
Turn out that eyeless villain; throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. Regan, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt: give me your arm. 

[Exit Cornwall, led by Regan. 

Sec, Serv, I '11 never care what wickedness I do, 100 
If this man come to good. 

Third Serv. If she live long. 

And in the end meet the old course of death. 
Women will all turn monsters. 
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Sec. Serv. Let 's follow the old earl, and get the Bedlam 
To lead him where he would: his roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

Jbird Serv. Go thou : I '11 fetch some flax and whites 
of eggs 
To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help him I 

[Exeunt ' severally. 



ACT IV. 
Scene I. Tife Jbeatb. 

Enter EDGAR. 

EJg. Yet better thus, and known to be contemn'd, 
Than still contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worst, 
The lowest and most dejected thing of fortune. 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear: 
The lamentable change is from the best; 
The worst returns to laughter. Welcome, then. 
Thou unsubstantial air that I embrace! 
The wretch that thou hast blown unto the worst 
Owes nothing to thy blasts. But who comes here? 

Enter GLOUCESTER, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led? World, world, O world! 10 

But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O, my good lord, I have been your tenant, 
and your father's tenant, these fourscore years. 

Glou. Away, get thee away ; good friend, be gone : 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all; 
Thee they may hurt. 

Old Man. . Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 

Glou. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes; 
I stumbled when I saw : full oft 'tis seen, 20 

Our means secure us, and our mere defects 
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Prove our commodities. Ah dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused father's wrath ! 
Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 
I nd say I had eyes again ! 

Old Man, How now! Who's there? 

Edg. [Aside] O gods ! Who is 't can say ' I am at the 
worst ' ? 
I am worse than e'er I was. 

Old Man, 'Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg, [Asidel And worse I may be yet: the worst is not 
So long as we can say *This is the worst.' 

Old Man, Fellow, where goest? 

Glou, is it a beggar-man? 30 

Old Man, Madman and beggar too. 

Glou, He has some reason, else he could not beg. 
r the last night's storm I such a fellow saw. 
Which made me think a man a worm: my son 
Came then into my mind, and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : I have heard more 

since. 
As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods; 
They kill us for their sport. 

Edg, [Aside] How should this be? 

Bad is the trade that must play fool to sorrow, 
Angering itself and others. — Bless thee, master ! 40 

Glou* Is that the naked fellow? 

Old Man, Ay, my lord. 

Glou, Then, prithee, get thee gone: if for my sake 
Thou wilt o'ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 
r the way toward Dover, do it for ancient love; 
And bring some covering for this naked soul, 
Who I '11 entreat to lead me. 

Old Man, Alack, sir, he is mad. 

Glou, 'Tis the times* plague, when madmen lead the 
blind. 
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Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure; 
Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man, I 'IJ bring him the best 'parel that I have, 50 
Come on *t what will. [Exit. 

Glou. Sirrah, naked fellow, — 

Edg. Poor Tom's a-cold. [Aside\ I cannot daub it 
further. 

Glou, Gome hither, fellow. 

Edg, [Aside] And yet I must. — Bless thy sweet eyes, 
they bleed. 

Clou. Know'st thou the way to Dover? 

Edg, Both stile and gate, horse-way and footpath. Poor 
Tom hath been scared out of his good wits. Bless thee, 
good man's son, from the foul fiend ! Five fiends have been 
in poor Tom at once ; of lust, as Obidicut ; Hobbididence, 
prince of dumbness ; Mahu, of stealing ; Modo, of murder ; 
Flibbertigibbet, of mopping and mowing, who since possesses 
chambermaids and waiting- women. So, bless thee, master ! 

Glou, Here, take this purse, thou whom the heaven's 
plagues 
Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched 
Makes thee the happier. Heavens, . deal so still! 
Let the superfluous and lust-dieted man. 
That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly; 
So distribution should undo excess, 70 

And each man have enough. Dost thou know Dover? 

Edg, Ay, master. 

Glou, There is a cliff whose high and bending head 
Looks fearfully in the confined deep : 
Bring me but to the very brim of it. 
And I *11 repair the misery thou dost bear 
With something rich about me: from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg. Give me thy arm : 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunl. 
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Scene II. Before the Duke of Albany's palace. 

Enter GoNERiL and Edmund. 

Gon* Welcome, my lord: T marvel our mild husband 
Not met us on the way. 

Enter Oswald. 

Now, Where's your master? 

Osfu), Madam, within; but never man so changed. 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 

He smiled at it: I told him you were coming; | 

His answer was, * The worse': of Gloucester's treachery, 
And of the loyal service of his son, 
When I inform'd him, then he call'd me sot, 
And told me I had turn'd the wrong side out: 

What most he should dislike seems pleasant to him; lo ' 

What like, offensive. 

Gon, [To Edm^ Then shall you go no further. 
It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 
That dares not undertake: he'll not feel wrongs 
Which tie him to an answer. Our wishes on the way 
May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother; 
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers: 
I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband's hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us: ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 20 

A mistress's command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 

[Giving a favour^ . 
Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak, , 

Would stretch thy spirits up into the air: 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm, Yours in the ranks of death. " '* 

Gon. My most dear Gloucester ! 

[Exit Edmund, 
O, the difference of man and man! 
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To thee a woman's services are due: 
My fool usurps my body. 

Osqv, Madam, here comes my lord. 

[Exit. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I have been worth the whistle. 

jilb. O Goneril 

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 30 

Blows in your face. I fear your disposition: 
That nature which contemns it origin 
Cannot be border'd certain in itself; 
She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her material sap, perforce must wither 
And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more; the text is foolish. 

Alb, Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you performed? 40 

A father, and a gracious aged man. 
Whose reverence even the head-lugg'd bear would lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate \ have you madded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it? 
A man, a prince, bj^ *iim so benefited! 
If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences. 
It will come. 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself, 
Like monsters of the deep. 

Gon. Milk-liver'd man! 50 

That bear'st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering; that not know'st 
Fools do those villains pity who are punish'd 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where's thy drum? 
France spreads his banners in our noiseless land, 
With plumed helm thy state begins to threat; 
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Whiles thou, a moral fool, sit*st still and criest 
* Alack, why does he so?' 

Alb, See thyself, devil! 

Proper deformity shows not in the fiend 60 

So horrid as in woman. 

Gon, O vain fool! 

Alb. Thou changed and self-cover*d thing, for shame, 
Be-monster not thy feature. Were *t my fitness 
To let these, hands obey my blood, 
They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy flesh and bones : howe'er thou art a fiend, 
A woman's shape doth shield thee. 

Gon. Marry, your manhood mew. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Alb, What news? 

Mess, O, my good lord, the Duke of Cornwall 's dead ; 
Slain by his servant, going to put out 71 

The other eye of Gloucester. 

Alb, Gloucester's eyes! 

Mess, A servant that he bred, thrill'd with remorse, ^ 

Opposed against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master; who, thereat enraged. 
Flew on him, and amongst them fell'd him dead; 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck'd him after. 

Alb. This shows you are above. 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge ! But, O poor Gloucester ! 80 

Lost he his other eye? j 

Mess. Both, both, my lord. 

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer; 
'Tis from your sister. 

Gon, [^Ajide] One way I like this well ; 

But being widow, and jny Gloucester with her. 
May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life: another way, 
The news is not so tart. — I '11 read, and answer. [Exit, 
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j4Ih. Where was his son when they did take his eyes? 

Mejs. Gome with my lady hither. 

j4Ib. He is not here;. 

Mess. No, my good lord; I met him back again. 90 

j4/b. Knows he the wickedness? 

Mejj, Ay, my good lord ; 'twas he informed against him ; 
And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

j4ib, Gloucester, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou show*dst the king. 
And to revenge thine eyes. Gome hither, friend: 
Tell me what more thou know'st. [Exeunt, 



Scene III. 7he French camp near Dover, 

Enter KENT and a Gentleman, 

Kent, Why the King of France is so suddenly gone back 
know you the reason? 

Gent, Something he left imperfect in the state, which 
since his coming forth is thought of; which imports to the 
kingdom so much fear and danger, that his personal return 
was most required and necessary. 

Kent, Who hath he left behind him general? 

Gent, The Marshal of France, Monsieur La Far. 

Kent, Did your letters pierce the queen to any demon- 
stration of grief? 10 

Gent, Ay, sir ; she took them, read them in my presence ; 
And now and then an ample tear trill'd down 
Her delicate cheek : it seem'd she was a queen 
Over her passion; who, most rebel like. 
Sought to be king o'er her. 

Kent, O, then it moved her. 
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Gent, Not to a rage: patience and sorrow strove 
Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunshine and rain at once: her smiles and tears 
Were like a better way: those happy smilets, 
That play'd on her ripe lip, seem'd not to know 20 

What guests were in her eyes ; which parted thence, 
As pearls from diamonds dropped. In brief, 
Sorrow would be a rarity most beloved, 
If all could so become it. 

Kent. Made she no verbal question ? 

Gent. Faith, once or twice she heaved the name of 
'father' 
Pantingly forth, as if it press'd her heart ; 
Cried ' Sisters ! sisters ! Shame of ladies ! sisters ! 
Kent ! father ! sisters ! What, i' the storm ? i* the night ? 
Let pity not be believed ! ' There she shook 
The holy water from her heavenly eyes, 30 

And clamour moisten'd: then away she started 
To deal with grief alone. 

Kent. It is the stars, 

The stars above us, govern our conditions; 
Else one self mate and mate could not beget 
Such different issues. You spoke not with her since ? 

Gent. No. 

Kent. Was this before the king return'd? 

Gent. No, since. 

Kent. Well, sir, the poor distressed Lear *s i' the town ; 
Who sometime in his better tune remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 40 

Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good sir? 

Kent. A sovereign shame so elbows him: his own un- 
kindness. 
That stripp'd her from his benediction, tum'd her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his dog-hearted daughters, these things sting 
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His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman! 

Kent. Of Albany's and Gornwairs powers you heard not ? 

Gent. 'Tis so, they are afoot. 

Kent. Well, sir, I 'U bring you to our master Lear, 50 
And leave you to attend him: some dear cause 
Will in concealment wrap me up awhile; 
When I am known aright, you shall not grieve 
Lending me this acquaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me. [Exeunt, 

Scene IV. The same. A tent. 

Enter, <witb drum and colours, CORDELIA, Doctor, 
j^ and Soldiers. 

Cor.i^-Msick, 'tis he: why, he was met even now 
As mad as the vex'd sea; singing aloud; 
Crown'd with rank fumiter and fiirrow-weeds. 
With hor-docks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers. 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our sustaining com. A century send forth; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field. 
And bring him to our eye. [Exit an Officer.] What can 

.man's wisdom 
In the restoring his bereaved sense? 
He that helps him take all my outward worth. 10 

Doct. There is means, madam : 
Our foster-nurse of nature is repose. 
The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him, 
Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. All blest secrets. 

All you unpublish'd virtues of the earth. 
Spring with my tears! be aidant and remediate 
In the good man's distress! Seek, seek for him; 
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Lest his ungovern'd rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Mess, News, madam ; 20 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cor, 'Tis known before ; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. O dear father, 
It is thy business that I go about; 
Therefore great France 

My mourning and important tears hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 
But love, dear love, and our age^father's right : 
Soon may I hear and see him! T \ExeunU 



^ P yi^ Scene V. Gloucester's castle. 

^ / h Enter ReGAN and OSWALD. 



X 

' )^eg. But are my brother's powers set forth? 

Osw. Ay, madam. 

Reg, Himself in person there ? 

Os<iv, Madam, with much ado: 

Your sister is the better soldier. 

Reg, Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at home ? 

Os«iv, No, madam. 

Reg, What might import my sister's letter to him? 

Os<w, I know not, lady. 

Reg, Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloucester's eyes being out. 
To let him live : where he arrives he moves 10 

All hearts against us: Edmund, I think, is gone. 
In pity of his misery, to dispatch 
His nighted life; moreover, to descry 
The strength o* the enemy. 

Osfw, I must needs after him, madam, with my LLlci. 



f^ 
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Reg, Our troops set forth to-morrow : stay with us ; 
The ways are dangerous. 

Ojw. I may not, madam: 

My lady charged my duty in this business. 

Reg, Why should she write to Edmund? Might not 
you 
Transport her purposes by word? Belike, 20 

Something — I know not what : I '11 love thee much, 
Let me unseal the letter. 

Ojw, Madam, I had rather — 

Reg, I know your lady does not love her husband ; 
I am sure of that : and at her late being' here 
She gave strange oeillades and most speaking looks 
To noble Edmund. I know you are of her bosom. 

Ojeiv, I, madam? 

Reg, I speak in understanding; you are, I know't; 
Therefore I do advise you, take this note: 
My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk'd ; 30 

And more convenient is he for my hand 
Than for your lady's; you may gather more. 
If you do find him, pray you, give him this: 
And when your mistress hears thus much from you, 
I pray, desire her call her wisdom to her. 
So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Ojtw. Would I could meet him, madam ! I should show 
What party I do follow. 
Reg, Fare thee well. [Exeunt, 



Scene VI. FUIdj near Dover, 

Enter GLOUCESTER, and Edgar dressed like a peasant, 

Glou, When shall we come to the top of that same hill ? 
£€^<k\ V'ou do climb up it now : look, how we labour. 
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Glou, Methinks the ground is even. 

Edg, Horrible steep. 

Hark, do you hear the sea? 

Glou. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then, your other senses grow imperfect 
By your eyes' anguish. 

Glou. So may it be indeed: 

Methinks thy voice is alter'd; and thou speak'st 
In better phrase and matter than thou didst. 

Edg. You're much deceived; in nothing am I changed 
But in my garments. 

Glou. Methinks you're better spoken. lo 

Edg. Come on, sir; here's the place: stand still. How 
fearful 
And dizzy 'tis to cast one's eyes so low! 
The crows and choughs that wing the midway air 
Show scarce so gross as beetles: half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire, dreadful trade! 
Methinks he seems no bigger than his head: 
The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yond tall anchoring bark, 
Diminish'd to her cock; her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight: the murmuring surge, ao 

That on the unnumber'd idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high. I '11 look no more ; 
Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. 

Glou. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand: you are now within a foot 
Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glou. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, 's another purse ; in it a jewel 
Well worth a poor man's taking: fairies and gods 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou farther off; 30 

Bid me farewell, and let me hear thee going. 
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Edg, Now fare you well, good sir. 

Glou. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why I do trifle thus with his despair 
Is done to cure it. 

Glou. [Kneeling] O you mighty gods! 
This world I do renounce, and, in your sights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off: 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills. 
My snuff and loathed part of nature should 
Bum itself out. If Edgar live, O bless him ! 40 

Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He falls /or<ivard, 

Edg. Gone, sir: farewell. 

And yet I know not how conceit may rob 
The treasury of life, when life itself 
Yields to the theft : had he been where he thought, 
By this had thought been past. Alive or dead ? 
Ho, you sir ! friend ! Hear you, sir ! speak ! 
Thus might he pass indeed: yet he revives. 
What are you, sir? 

Glou. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Hadst thou been aught but gossamer, feathers, air, 
So many fathom down precipitating, 50 

Thou'dst shiverM like an tf^f^: but thou dost breathe; 
Hast heavy substance ; bleed'st not ; speak *st ; art sound. 
Ten masts at each make not the altitude 
Which thou hast perpendicularly fell: 
Thy Ufe's a miracle. Speak yet again. 

Glou. But have I falFn, or no? 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky bourn. 
Look up a-height ; the shrill-gorged lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard : do but look up. 

Glou. Alack, I have no eyes. 60 

Is wretchedness deprived that benefit. 
To end itself by death ? 'Twas yet some comfort, 
When misery could beguile the tyrant's rage. 
And frustrate his proud will. 

G 
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Edg. Give me your arm: 

Up: so. How is't? Feel you your legs? You stand. 

Glou. Too well, too well. 

Edg, This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o* the cliiF, what thing was that 
Which parted from you? 

Glou, A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg, As I stood here below, methought his eyes 
Were two full moons; he had a thousand noses, 70 

Horns whelk'd and waved like the enridged sea: 
It was some fiend; therefore, thou happy father. 
Think that the clearest gods, who make them honours 
Of men's impossibilities, have preserved thee. 

Glou, I do remember now: henceforth Til bear 
Affliction till it do cry out itself 
'Enough, enough/ and die. That thing you speak of, 
I took it for a man; often 'twould say 
'The fiend, the fiend;* he led me to that place. 

Edg, Bear free and patient thoughts. But who comes 
here ? 80 

lEnter IJEKSiy /antastieally dressed <with nvild Jlowers, 

The safer sense will ne'er accommodate 
His master thus. 

Lear, No, they cannot touch me for coining; I am the 
king himself. 

Edg, O thou side-piercing sight! 

Lear, Nature's above art in that respect. There's your 
press-money. That fellow handles his bow like a crow- 
keeper: draw me a clothier's yard. Look, look, a mouse! 
Peace, peace ; this piece of toasted cheese will do 't. There 's 
my gauntlet : I 'II prove it on a giant. Bring up the brown 
bills. O, well flown, bird ! i' the clout, i' the clout : hewgh ! 
Give the word, 91 

Edg, Sweet marjoram. 

Lear. Pass. 
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Glott. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha ! Goneril, with a white beard ! They flattered 
me like a dog ; and told me I had white hairs in my beard 
ere the black ones were there. To say *ay' and 'no* to 
every thing that I said! 'Ay' and 'no* too was no good 
divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, and the 
wind to make me chatter; when the thunder would not 
peace at my bidding ; there I found 'em, there I smelt 'em 
out. Go to, they are not men o' their words: they told 
me I was every thing; 'tis a lie, I am not ague-proof. 103 

Glou. The trick of that voice I do well remember: 
Is 't not the king ? 

Lean Ay, every inch a king: 

When I do stare, see how the subject quakes. 
I pardon that man's life. What was thy cause? 
Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to sweeten 
my imagination : there 's money for thee. 

Giou, O, let me kiss that hand! no 

Lear, Let me wipe it first; it smells of mortality. 

Glou. O ruin'd piece of nature ! This great world 
Shall so wear out to nought. Dost thou know me? 

Lear, I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost thou 
squiny at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid ; I '11 not 
love. Read thou this challenge; mark but the penning 
on't. 

G/ou. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report; it is, 
And my heart breaks at it. 120 

Lear. Read. 

Glou. What, with the case of eyes? 

Lear. O, ho, are you there with me? No eyes in your 
head, nor no money in your purse ? Your eyes are in a 
heavy case, your purse in a light: yet you see how this 
World goes^ 

G d 
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Glou, I see it feelingly. 

Lear, What, art mad? A man may see how this world 
goes with no eyes. Look with thine ears: see how yond 
justice rails upon yond simple thief. Hark, in thine ear: 
change places ; and, handy-dandy, which is the justice, which 
is the thief? Thou hast seen a farmer's dog bark at a 
beggar? 133 

Glou. Ay, sir. 

Lear, And the creature run from the cur ? There thou 
mightst behold the great image of authority : a dog 's 
obeyed in office. 
The usurer hangs the cozener. 
Through tatter'd clothes small vices do appear; 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate sin with gold, 140 
And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 
Arm it in rags, a pigmy's straw does pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I say, none ; I '11 able *em ; 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
Td^e the things thou dost not. 
Now^^Jww, now, now : pull off my boots : harder, harder : so. 

Edg, O, matter and impertinency mix'd! 
Reason in madness! 150 

Lear, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 
I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gloucester : 
Thou must be patient; we came crying hither: 
Thou know'st, the first time that we smell the air, 
We wawl and cry. I will preach to thee : mark. 

Glou, Alack, alack the day! 

Lear, When we are bom, we cry that we are come 
To this great stage of fools. This* a good block ; 
it were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 

A troop of horse with felt: I *11 put't in proof; 160 

And when I have stol'n upon these sons-in-law> 
Then, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill ! 



/? 
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Enter a Gentleman, nuitb Attendants. 

Gent. O, here he is : lay hand upon him. Sir, 
Your most dear daughter — 

Lear. No rescue? What, a prisoner? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. Use me well; 
You shall have ransom. Let me have surgeons; 
I am cut to the brains. 

Gent, You shall have any thing. 

Lear, No seconds? all myself? 
Why, this would make a man a man of salt, 170 

To use his eyes for garden water-pots. 
Ay, and laying autumn's dust. 

Gent, Good sir, — 

Lear, I will die bravely, like a smug bridegroom. What ! 
I will be jovial : come, come ; I am a king. 
My masters, know you that. 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 

Lear. Then there 's life in 't. N^s;^if you get it, you shall 
get it with running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

\Exit fSn^ng; Attendants follow. 

Gent, A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch, 180 
Past speaking of in a king ! Thou hast one daughter. 
Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to, 

Edg. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : what *s your will ? 

Edg, Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward ? 

Genl. Most sure and vulgar : every one hears that, 
Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour. 

How near's the other army? 

Gent. Near and on speedy foot ; the main descry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 
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Edg, I thank you, sir : that *s all. 

Gent, Though that the queen on special cause is here, 
Her army is moved on. 

Edg, I thank you, sir. [Exit Gent, 191 

Glou. You ever-gentle gods, take my breath from me ; 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glou, Now, good sir, what are you? 

Edg, A most poor man, made tame to fortune's blows ; 
Who, by the art of known and feeling sorrows. 
Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand, 
1*11 lead you to some biding. 

Glou, Hearty thanks: 200 

The bounty and the benison of heaven 
To boot, and boot! 

Enter OSWALD. 

Ostw, A proclaimed prize ! Most happy ! 

That eyeless head of thine was first framed flesh 
To raise my fortunes. Thou old unhappy traitor. 
Briefly thyself remember : the sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glou, Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to*t. [Edgar interposej, 

Qjtw, Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Darest thou support a publish*d traitor ? Hence ! 
Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Let go his arm. aio 

Edg, Chill not let go, zir, without vurther 'casion. 

Oj<w, Let go, slave, or thou diest! 

Edg, Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor volk pass. 
An chud ha' bin zwaggered out of my life, 'twould not ha' 
bin zo long as 'tis by a vortnight. Nay, come not near th' 
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old man; keep out, che vor ye, or ise try whether your 
costard or my ballow be the harder: chill be plain with 
you. 

Osw. Out, dunghill! \Jhey Jight. 

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, zir : come ; no matter vor 
your foins. {Oswald falls. 221 

Osfiv. Slave, thou hast slain me. Villain, take my purse : 
If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body; 
And ^ive the letters which thou find'st about me 
To Edmund earl of Gloucester; seek him out 
Upon the British party : O, untimely death ! 
Death ! [Dies, 

Edg. I know thee well: a serviceable villain; 
As duteous to the vices of thy mistress 
As badness would desire. 

Glou. What, is he dea.d? 230 

Edg. Sit you down, father; rest you. 
Let *s see these pockets : the letters that he speaks of 
May be my friends. He's dead; I am only sorry 
He had no other deathsman. Let us see: 
Leave, gentle wax ; and, manners, blame us not : 
To know our enemies' minds, we 'Id rip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful. 

[Reads] 'Let our reciprocal vows be remembered. You 
have many opportunities to cut him off: if your will want 
not, time and place will be fruitfully offered. There is 
nothing done, if he return the conqueror: then am I the 
prisoner, and his bed my gaol; from the loathed warmth 
whereof deliver me, and supply the place for your labour. 
'Your — wife, so I would say — affectionate servant, 

* GONKRIL.' 

O indistinguish'd space of woman's will ! 

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life; 

And the exchange my brother ! Here, in the sands. 

Thee I '11 rake up, the post unsanctified 

Of murderous lechers: and in the mature time 250 

With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
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Of the death-practised duke : for him 'tis well 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

Glou. The king is mad : how stiff is my vile sense, 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows ! Better I were distract : 
So should my thoughts be sever'd from my griefs. 
And woes by wrong imaginations lose 
The knowledge of themselves. [Drum afar off, 

Edg, Give me your hand: • 

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum : 260 

Come, father, I'll bestow you with a friend. {Exeunt. 



Scene VII. A tent in the French camp. Ttt^w n** n h^/f 
asleep, soft music playing ; Gentleman, and others attending. 

E nter CORDELIA, KENT, and Doctor. 

Cor. LP thou good Kent, how shall I live and work. 
To match thy goodness? My life will be too short, 
And every measure fail me. 

Kent, To be acknowledged, madam, is o'er-paid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 
Nor more nor clipp'd, but so. 

Cor. Be better suited: 

These weeds are memories of those worser hours : 
I prithee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 

Yet to be known shortens my made intent: 
My boon I make it, that you know me not 10 

Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be *t so, my good lord. [To the Doctor"] How 
does the king? 

Doct. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods. 
Cure this great breach in his abused nature ! 
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The untuned and jarring senses, O, wind up 
Of this child-changed father! 

Doct. So please your majesty 

That we may wake the king: he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be governed by your knowledge, and proceed 
V the sway of your own will. Is he array'd? 20 

Gent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep 
We put fresh garments on him. 

Doct. Be by, good madam,' when we do awake him; 
I doubt not of his temperance. 

Cor. Very well. 

Doct. Please you, draw near. Louder the music there I 

Cor. O my dear father! Restoration hang 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair those violent harms that my two sisters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 

<«?«?r ^ KlUd and Ulai pnnyMhhl 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white flakes 
Had challenged pity of them. Was this a face 31 

To be opposed against the warring winds? 
To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
Of quick, cross lightning ? to watch — poor perdu ! — 
With this thin helm? Mine enemy's dog. 
Though he had bit me, should have stood that night 
Against my fire; and wast thou fain, poor father, 
To hovel thee with swine, and rogues forlorn, 
In short and musty straw? Alack, alack! 40 

'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. He wakes; speak to him. 

Doct. Madam, do you; 'tis fittest. 

Cor. How does my royal lord ? How fares your majesty ? 

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o* the grave: 
Thou art a soul in bliss; but I am bound 
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Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor, Sir, do you know me? 

Lear, You are a spirit, I know; when did you die? 

Cor, Still, still, far wide! 50 

Doct, He's scarce awake: let him alone awhile. 

Lear, Where have I been? Where am I? Fair day- 
light ? 
I am mightily abused. I should e'en die with pity, 
To see anolher thus. I know not what to say. 
I will not swear these are my hands : let 's see ; 
I feel this pin prick. Would I were assured 
Of my condition! 

Cor, O, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o'er me: 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear, Pray, do not mock me: 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 60 

Fourscore and upward, not an hour more nor less; 
And, to deal plainly, 
I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 
Methinks I should know you, and know this man; 
Yet I am doubtful: for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me; 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
To be my child Cordelia. 

Cor, And so I am, I am. 70 

Lear, Be your tears wet ? yes, 'faith. I pray, weep not ; 
If you have poison for me, I will drink it, 
I know you do not love me, for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong: 
You have some cause, they have not. 

Cor, No cause, no cause. 
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Lear, Am I in France? 

Kent. ' In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear, Do not abuse me. 

Doct, Be comforted, good madam: the great rage, 
You see, is kill'd in him: and yet it is danger 
To make him even o'er the time he has lost. 80 

Desire him to go in; trouble him no more 
Till further settling. 

Cor, Will *t please your highness walk ? 

Lear, You must bear with me; pray you now, forget and 
forgive: I am old and foolish^ 

[ExTimt all but Kent and Gentleman, 

Gent, Holds it true, sir, that the Duke of Cornwall was 
so slain? 

Kent, Most certain, sir. 

Gent, Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent, As 'tis said, the bastard son of Gloucester. 90 

Gent, They say Edgar, his banished son, is with the 
Earl of Kent in Germany. 

Kent, Report is changeable. *Tis time to look about: 
the powers of the kingdom approach apace. 

Gent, The arbitrement is like to be bloody. Fare you 
well, sir. [Exit, 

,Kent, My point and period will be throughly wrought. 
Or well or ill, as this day's battle's fought. [Exit, 



ACT V. 

Scene I. ^he British camp, near Dover, 

Enter, twitb drum and colours, EDMUND, Regan, Gentlemen, 

and Soldiers. 

Edm, Know of the duke if his last purpose hold. 
Or whether since he is advised by aught 
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To change the course : he 's full of alteration 
And self-reproving: bring his constant pleasure. 

[To a Gentleman <who goes outs 

Reg, Our sister's man is certainly miscarried. 

Edm, *Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord, 

You know the goodness I intend upon you: 
Tell me — but truly — but then speak the truth. 
Do you not love my sister? 

Edm, In honoured love. 

Reg, But have you never found my brother's way lo 
To the forfended place? 

Edm, That thought abuses you. 

Reg, I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom'd with her, as far as we call hers.- 

Edm, No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg, I never shall endure her: dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm, Fear me not : 

She and the duke her husband ! 

Enter, nvith drum and colours ^ Albany, Goneril, 

and Soldiers. 

Gon, [j4side] I had rather lose the battle than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. 

jilb. Our very loving sister, well be-met. 20 

Sir, this I hear; the king is come to his daughter, 
With others whom the rigour of our state 
Forced to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 
I never yet was valiant: for this business. 
It toucheth us, as France invades our land, 
Not bolds the king, with others, whom, I fear. 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm, Sir, you speak nobly. * 

Reg, Why is this reason'd? 

Gon, Combine together 'gainst the enemy; 
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For these domestic and particular broils 30 

Are not the question here. 

jilh. Let's then determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm, I shall attend you presently at your tent. 

Rgg. Sister, you'll go with us? 

Gon, No. 

Reg, 'Tis most convenient; pray you, go with us. 

Gon, [Aside] O, ho, I know the riddle. — I will go. *. 

As they are going out, enter EDGAR disguised, 

Edg, If e'er your grace had speech with man so poor, 
Hear me one word. 

Alb, I '11 overtake you. Speak. 

[Exeunt all but Albany and Edgar. 

Edg, Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 40 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it: wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion that will prove 
What is avouched there. If you miscarry, 
Your business of the world hath so an end. 
And machination ceases. Fortune love you ! 

Alb, Stay till I have read the letter. 

Edg, I was forbid it. 

Whien time shall serve, let but the herald cry. 
And I '11 appear again. 

Alb, Why, fare thee well : I will o'erlook thy paper. 50 

[Exit Edgar, 
Re-enter EDMUND. 

Edm, The enemy 's in view ; draw up your powers. 
Here is the guess of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery; but your haste 
Is now urged on you. 

Alb, We will greet the time. [Exit, 

Edm, To bpth these sisters have I sworn my love; 
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Each jealous of the other, as the stung 

Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take ? 

Both ? one ? or neither ? Neither can be enjoy *d, 

If both remain alive : to take the widow 

Exasperates, makes mad her sister Ooneril; 60 

And hardly shall I carry out my side, 

Her husband being alive. Now then we'll use 

His countenance for the battle ; which being done. 

Let her who would be rid of him devise 

His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 

Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia, 

The battle done, and they within our power. 

Shall never see his pardon; for my state 

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. \Bxit, 69 



Scene H. A field between the two camps 

Alarum <wftbm. Enter, ewitb drum and colours, Lear, 
Cordelia, and Soldiers, o'ver the stage; and exrunt. 

Enter Edgar and GLOUCESTER. 

Edg, Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I return to you again, 
I '11 bring you comfort. 

Glou, Grace go with you, sir! 

[Exit Edgar 

Alarum and retreat witbin. Re-enter Edga^. 

Edg, Away, old man ; give me thy hand ; away ! 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta'en: 
Give me thy hand; come on. 

Glou. No farther, sir; a man may rot even here. 

Edg, What, in ill thoughts again ? Men must endure 
Their going hence, even as their coming hither: ic» 

Ripeness is all: come on. 

Glou, And that's true too. [Exeunt, 
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Scene III. T/be British camp near ^ Dover, 

Entery in conquest^ (with drum and colours^ EDMUND; LeaR 
and Cordelia, prisoners; Captain, Soldiers, difc, 

Edm, Some officers take them away: good guard, 
Until their greater pleasures first be known 
That are to censure them. 

Cor* We are not the first 

Who, with best meaning, have incurred the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down; 
Myself could else out-frown false fortune's frown. 
Shall we not see these daughters and these sisters? 

Lear. No, no, no, no! Come, let's away to prison: 
We two alone will sing like birds i* the cage: 
When thou dost ask me blessing, I *11 kneel down, lo 

And ask of thee forgiveness: so we'll live. 
And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court news ; and we '11 talk with them too. 
Who loses and who wins; who's in, who's out; 
And take upon's the mystery of things. 
As if we were God's spies: and we'll wear out, 
In a wall'd prison, packs and sects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm, Take them away. 

Lear, Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 20 

The gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught thee? 
He that parts us shall bring a brand from heaven. 
And fire us hence like foxes. Wipe thine eyes; 
The good-years shall devour them, flesh and fell. 
Ere they shall make us weep: we'll see 'em starve first. 
Come. [Exeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded, 

Edm, Come hither, captain; hark. 
Take thou this note [giving a paper] ; go follow them to 

prison : 
One step I have advanced thee ; if thou dost 
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As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 30 

To noble fortunes: know thou this, that men 

Are as the time is: to be tender-minded 

Does not become a sword : thy great employment 

Will not bear question ; either say thou 'It do 't, 

Or thrive by other means. 

Capt, I 'II do *t, my lord. 

Edm. About it; and write happy when thou hast done. 
Mark ; I say, instantly, and carry it so 
As I have set it down. 

Capt, I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats; 
If it be man's work, I '11 do 't. [Exit. 

Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, Regan, another Captain, 

and Soldiers. 

j^Ilf. Sir, you have shown to-day your valiant strain, 4 1 
And fortune led you well : you have the captives 
That were the opposites of this day's strife : 
We do require them of you, so to use them 
As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 
To some retention and appointed guard; 
Whose age has charms in it, whose title more. 
To pluck the -common bosom on his side, 50 

And turn our impress'd lances in our eyes 
Which do command them. With him I sent the queen; 
My reason all the same; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at further space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time 
We sweat and bleed: the friend hath lost his friend; 
And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curised 
By those that feel their sharpness : 
The question of Cordelia and her father 
Requires a fitter place. 

-^/^. Sir, by your patience, 60 
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I hold you but a subject of this war, 
Not as a brother. 

Reg, That's as we h'st to grace him. 

Methinks our pleasure might have been demanded, 
Ere you had spoke so far. He led our powers; 
Bore the commission of my place and person ; 
The which immediacy may well stand up, 
And call itself your brother. 

Gon, Not so hot: 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself, 
More than in your addition. 

Reg, In my rights. 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 70 

Gon, That were the most, if he should husband you. 

Reg, Jesters do oft prove prophets. 

Gon, Holla, holla! 

That eye that told you so look'd but a-squint. 

Reg, Lady, I am not well; else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach. General, 
Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony; 
Dispose of them, of me ; the walls are thine : 
Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon, Mean you to enjoy him ? 

Alb, The let-alone lies not in your good will. 80 

Edm, Nor in thine, lord. 

j^lb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Reg, [To Edmund] Let the drum strike, and prove my 
title thine. 

jllb. Stay yet; hear reason. Edmund, I arrest thee 
On capital treason; and, in thine attaint. 
This gilded serpent [pointing to Goneri/], For your claim, 

fair sister, 
I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 
'Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 
And I, her husband, contradict your bans. 

H 
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If you will marry, make your loves to me; 
My lady is bespoke. 

Oon, An interlude! 90 

Alb, Thou art arm*d, Gloucester: let the trumpet 
sound : 
If none appear to prove upon thy head 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons. 
There is my pledge [tbrotwing do^n a glove] ; I '11 prove 

it on thy heart. 
Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaimed thee. 

Reg, Sick, O, sick! 

Gon, [Aside] If not, I *11 ne'er trust medicine, 

Edm, [Throciving do<ivn a glove] There 's my exchange : 
what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies: 
Call by thy trumpet: he that dares approach, 100 

On him, on you, — who not? — I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

Alb, A herald, ho! 

Edm, A herald, ho, a herald ! 

Alb, Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldiers, 
All levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. My sickness grows upon me. 

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent. 

[Exit Regan, led. 

Enter a Herald. 

Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 

Capt, Sound, trumpet! [A trumpet sounds. 

Her, [Reads] * If any man of quality or degree within the 
lists of the army will maintain upon Edmund, supposed Earl 
of Gloucester, that he is a manifold traitor, let him appear 
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by the third sound of the trumpet: he is bold in his 
defence.' 

EJm, Sound! [First trumpet. 

Her. Again ! [Second trumpet. 

Her, Again ! [Third trumpet. 

[Trumpet aru<ivers <witbin. 

Enter EdGAR, at the third sound, armed, ivitb a trumpet 

before him. 

Alb. Ask him his purposes, why he appears 
Upon this call o' the trumpet. 

Her. What are you ? 120 

Your name, your quality? and why you answer 
This present summons? 

Edg. Know, my name is lost; 

By treason's tooth bare-gnawn and canker-bit : 
Yet am I noble as the adversary 
I come to cope. 

Alb. Which is that adversary? 

Edg. What's he that speaks for Edmund Earl of 
Gloucester ? 

Edm. Himself: what say'st thou to him? 

Edg. Draw thy sword. 

That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 
Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 130 

My oath, and my profession : I protest, 
Maugre thy strength, youth, place and eminence. 
Despite thy victor sword and fire-new fortune. 
Thy valour and thy heart, thou art a traitor, 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father, 
Conspirant 'gainst this high illustrious prince, 
And, from the extremest upward of thy head 
To the descent and dust below thy foot, 
A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou *No,' 
This sword, this arm and my best spirits are bent 140' 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak, 
Thou liest. 

H 2 
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Edm, In wisdom I should ask thy name; 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike, 
And that thy tongue some say of breeding breathes, 
What safe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 
Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 
With 'the hell-hated lie overwhelm thy heart ; 
Which, for they yet glance by and scarcely bruise. 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 150 

Where they shall rest for ever. Trumpets, speak! 

[Alarums, l^hey fight, Edmund falls. 

Alb, Save him, save him ! 

Gon, This is practice, Gloucester : 

By the law of arms thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite; thou art not vanquished. 
But cozen'd and beguiled. 

Alb, Shut your mouth, dame. 

Or with this paper shall I stop it: Hold, sir; 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil: 
No tearing, lady; I perceive you know it. 

\G'vves the letter to Edmund, 

Gon, Say, if I do, the laws are mine, not thine: 
Who can arraign me for't? 

^/^, Most monstrous ! oh ! 1 60 

Know'st thou this paper? 

Gon, Ask me not what I know. [Exit, 

Alb, Go after her: she's desperate; govern her. 

Edm, What you have charged me with, that have I 

done; 
And more, much more; the time will bring it out: 
'Tis past, and so am I. But what art thou 
That hast this fortune on me ? If thou *rt noble, 
I do forgive thee. 

Edg, Let's exchange charity. 

I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 
If more, the more thou hast wrong'd me. 
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My name is Edgar, and thy father's son. 170 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 

Make instruments to plague us: 

The dark and vicious place where thee he got 

Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, 'tis true.; 

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here. 

j4ib» Methought thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal nobleness: I must embrace thee: 
Let sorrow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee or thy father! 

EJg. Worthy prince, I know't. 

j4Ib, Where have you hid yourself? 180 

How have you known the miseries of your father? 

Edg, By nursing them, my lord* List a brief tale ; 
And when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burst ! 
The bloody proclamation to escape. 
That foUow'd me so near, — O, our lives' sweetness! 
That we the pain of death would hourly die 
Rather than die at once ! — taught me to shift 
Into a madman's rags; to assume a semblance 
That very dogs disdain'd: and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 190 

Their precious stones new lost; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, saved him from despair; 
Never, — O fault ! — reveal'd myself unto him. 
Until some half-hour past, when I was arm'd: 
Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 
I ask'd his blessing, and from first to last 
Told him my pilgrimage: but his flaw'd heart, — 
Alack, too weak the conflict to support! — 
'Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 
Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath moved mc, 200 

And shall perchance do good: but speak you on; 
You look as you had something more to say. 
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Alb, If there be more, more woful, hold it in ; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 
Hearing of this. 

Edg, This would have seem'd a period 

To such as love not sorrow; but another, 
To amplify too much, would make much more, 
And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour came there in a man. 
Who, having seen me in my worst estate, 210 

Shunn'd my abhorr'd society; but then, finding 
Who 'twas that so endured, with his strong arms 
He fastened on my neck, and bellow*d out 
As he 'Id burst heaven ; threw him on my father ; 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him 
That ever ear received: which in recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : twice then the trumpets sounded. 
And there I left him tranced. 

Alb, But who was this? 

Edg, Kent, sir, the banish'd Kent; who in disguise 220 
Follow'd his enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman twitb a bloody kmfe, 

Gent, Help, help, O, help! 

Edg, What kind of help ? 

Alb, Speak, man. 

Edg, What means that bloody knife? 

Gent, 'Tis hot, it smokes ; 

It came even from the heart of— O, she's dead! 

Alb, Who dead? speak, man. 

Gent, Your lady, sir, your lady: and her sister 
By her is poisoned; she hath confessed it. 

Edm, I was contracted to them both : all three 
Now marry in an instant. 
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Edg, Here comes Kent. 230 

^Ib, Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead: 
This judgement of the heavens, that makes us tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. [Exit Gentleman, 

Enter Kent. 

O, is this he? 
The time will not allow the compliment 
Which very manners urges. 

Kent, • • I am come 

To bid my king and master aye good night: 
Is he not here? 

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ! 

Speak, Edmund, where *s the king ? and where 's Cordelia ? 
See'st thou this object, Kent? 

[Ti&<? bodies of Goneril and Regan are brought in, 

Kent, Alack, why thus? 

Edm. Yet Edmund was beloved: 240 

The one the other poison'd for my sake, 
And after slew herself. 

Alb, Even so. Cover their faces. 

Edm, I pant for life : some good I mean to do, 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send. 
Be brief in it, to the castle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia : 
Nay, send in time. 

Alb. Run, run, O, run ! 

Edg, To who, my lord ? Who hath the office ? send 
Thy token of reprieve. 250 

Edm, Well thought on : take my sword. 
Give it the captain. 

Alb, Haste thee, for thy life. [Exit Edgan 

Edm, He hath commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
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To lay the blame upon her own despair, 
That she fordid herself. 

jlib. The gods defend her ! Bear him hence awhile. 

[Edmund is borne off. 



Re-i 



-enter Lear, <ujith CORDELIA dead in bis arms ; EDGAR, 
r^"^ Captain, and others following. 

Lear, Howl, howl, howl, howl ! O, you are men of 
stones : 
Had 1 your tongues and eyes, 1 *ld use them so 
That heaven's vault should crack. She *s gone for ever ! 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives; 261 

She 's dead as earth. Lend me a looking-glass ; 
If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why, then she lives. 

Kent, Is this the promised end ? 

Edg, Or image of that horror ? 

Alb, Fall and cease !. 

Learl This feather stirs ; she lives I if it be so, 
2l. chance which does redeem all sorrows 




'^ver I have felt. 
Kent, [Kneeling] O my good master ! 

Lear, Prithee, away, 
Edg, *Tis noble Kent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all! 270 
I might have saved her; now she's gone for ever! 
Cordelia, Cordelia! stay a little. Ha! 
What is't thou say'st? Her voice was ever soft, 
Gentle, and low, an excellent thing in woman. 
I kiird the slave that was a-hanging thee. 

Cnpt. 'Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear, Did I not, fellow ? 

I have seen the day, with my good biting falchion 
I would have made them skip: I am old now. 
And these same crosses spoil me. WUt >, nr^ y^"^ 
Mine cyca m<i > iMJt -a* the- -best. Pll lull-'^3tc?9faBafgtIt. 280 
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Kent, If fortune brag of two she loved and hated, • 
One of them we behold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight. Are you not Kent ? 

Kent, The same, 

/ Your servant Kent. Where is your servant Caius ? 

Lear. He*s a good fellow, I can tell you that; 
[e'll strike, and quickly too: he's dead and rotten. 

Kent. No, my good lord; I am the very man, — 

Lear. I *11 see that straight. 

Kent, That from your first of difference and decay 
[ave foUow'd your sad steps — 

l^ar. You are welcome hither. 

Kent, . Nor no man else : all 's- cheerless, dark, and 
deadly. 291 

/Your eldest daughters have fordone themselves, 
ind desperately are dead. 
Lear, Ay, so I think. 

j^Ih, He knows not what he says: and vain it is 
/rhat we present us to him. 

/ Edg, Very bootless. 

Enter a Captain. 

Copt, Edmund is dead, my lord. 

^ u4Ib. That's but a trifle here. 

You lords and noble friends, know our intent. 
What comfort to this great decay may come 
Shall be applied: for us, we will resign. 
During the life of this old majesty, 300 

To him our absolute power: [To Edgar and Kent] you, to 

your rights; 
With boot, and such addition as your honours 
Have more than merited. All friends shall taste 
The wages of their virtue, and all foes 
The cup of their deservings. ' O, See7 site ! 

Lear. And my poor fool is hang'd! No, no, no life! 
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Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 

And thou no breath at all? Thou'lt come no more, 

NpvpTj^ ngy^r^ npvpr^ n e^^^'t p pvfr! 

Pray you, undo this button: thank you, sir. 310 

Do you see this ? Look on her, look, her lips, 

Look there, look there! [Dies, 

Edg, pe faints ! My lord, my lord ! 

Kent, Break, heart ; I prithee, break ! 

Edg, Look up, my lord. 

Kent, Vex not his ghost : O, let him pass ! he hates him 
much. 
That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg, He is gone, indeed. 

Kent, The wonder is he hath endured so long: 
He but usurp'd his life. 

Alb, Bear them from hence. Our present business 
Is general woe. [7b Kent and Edgar] Friends of my soul, 
you twain 320 

Rule in this realm, and the gored state sustain. 

Kent, I have a journey, sir, shortly to go ; 
My master calls me, I must not say no. 

Alb, The weight of this sad time we must obey; 
Speak what we feel, not what we ought to say. 
The oldest hath borne most : we that are young 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

[Exeunt, fwitb a dead march. 
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